—Uœ—ñ—— —rÆsK‚n᷑— OY _ 


— ———ů— — —— 4s —— - 


—— — 


1 £ 
N vP 
N * * 4 a % 
l 5 
py» , 
* 1 : 


oo 


4 


4 


Ss, 


E © © 
* mY #26 


2 
* 
wil 


7 


* 


+» 


N. 


. 


{El 


* 
Toe 
* 


« 


3 
$ 


”_ 


* 


. 7 


2 * —— 4 
4 
* I *4 
(| 1 1 # * * 3 - 
„ . 899 „ 
f ; \ * — 
LY * 2 
— 2 . 8 ws bs 50 8 
* 93 5 . 
4 a RE A, % P by 4 
£ # * + A F . 0 * * 
. - 7 F * 
i 2 Sv * "Sa Se 
Bow 1 * 


— 


Paper in Quarto, 


OE UVRE S de Mons ROUSSEAU, Eu 


Deux Volumes: Reveue & Augmentée par l' Autheur. 


OEUVRES de RACINE, En Deux Volumes: 
Avec de Nouvelles Eſtampes. 850 89 


Les ESS AIS de MICHEL Seigneur de M O N- 
TAIGNE. Nouvelle Edition, Faite ſur les plus anciennes 


KX les plus correctes: augmentee de quelques Lettres de PAuteur; 


& ou les Paſſages Grecs, Latins, & Italiens ſont traduits plus 
fidellement, & citez plus exactement que dans aucune des Editions 


- prEcedentes. Avec de courtes Remarques; & de nouveaux Indices 


plus amples & = utiles que ceux qui ayoient paru juſquiict: 
Par PIERRE COS TE. . 8 £2 44%, 


La GIERUSALEMME LIBERATA di TOR- 
 QUATO TASSO: Con le Figure di Bernardo Caſtelli, e 
le Annotationi di Scipio Gentili e di Giulio Guaſtavini. Ag- 
ziuntovi La Vita dell' Autore ſcritta da Gio. Battiſta Manſo, 
archeſe di Villa: E la Tavola delle Rime; Con altre Ag- 


giunte, e Correttioni. Per NicoLa FRANcESCOHATM. 


P. TERENTII COM OE DIAE Ad Exemplar 
Faernianum a Petro Victorio editum Anno M. D. LV. Summa 


fide recenſitae. Lectore ſemper. monito, ubi a Faerno diſce- 


ditur. In hae inſuper Editione verſuum genera diverſa diligen- 
tur indicata ſunt; quicquid vero in iis difficile aut impeditum, 
nova quadam methodo tam facile reddifar, ut quivis ſtatim in- 
telligat. Accedunt Faerni emendationes integrae, & quae alia 
erant in editione Victoriana, necnon Donati quaedam, cum 
Indice Locupletiſſimo. Recenſuit, notiſque auxit, & diſſerta- 


tionem de metris comicis adjecit ERAxciscus HARE, S. T. P. 


Decanus Wigornienſis, & Regiae Majeſtati a Sacris. 
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Lately Publiſh'd, neatly Printed in Twelves, Adorn'd 
with Twenty Six Copper Plates, Curiouſly Ingrav'd, 
Les AVANTURESdeTELEMAQUE Fils 
&Ulyiſe. Par feu Meflire Fran@is de Salignac de la Motte 
_ Fenelon, PrEcepteur de Meſſeigneurs les Enfans de France, & 
depuis Archev&que-Duc de Cambrai, Prince du ſaint Empire, 
&c. Nouvelle Edition conforme. au Manuſcript original. Avec 
des Remarques pour Veclairciſſement de cet Ouvrage. All 
Printed for Jacob Tonſon at Shakeſpear's Head in the Strand, 
and John Watts at the Printing-Office in Wild-Court near 
Lincolns-Inn Fields; And ſold by the Bookſellers of London 


and M eſtminſter. : 
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Now Finiſh'd, and in a ſhort Time will be, Pabliſb'd, in „FIVE 
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PLATES Engrav'd FRM Antient MEDALS, 


LU TARCHI Chzrottents Vi Ti: 
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Latine. Adduntur Variantes Lectiones ex MSS. Codd. 
Veteres & Novæ, Doctorum Virorum Notæ & 
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I HILE Your People 
 Happinefs of Your 
| MAJjEsSTY's Govern» 
ment, Permit the Muſes, by the 
meaneſt of their Repreſentatives , 
humbly to implore Your Gracious 


Influence. They - ſtand, equal. 


ly with Your other Subjects, in 
need of Your MAJESTY's Pro- 


89 rection, 


DEDICATION: 


reltion;! and have the ſame Reaſon 


to hope for it, the Goodneſs of 
Your MAJESTY'S Mind. - | 


For ſome Years, they were look d 


on among the Honours of our 


Country, but have of late been 


falling inſenſibly into Neglect. We 
pleaſe our ſelves now with the Be- 
lief, that under Your MAIESTy 


they will revive again, becauſe the | 


greateſt Princes the World has ever 
known, have made them their De- 


light; and, finding their Power and | 


_ - Uſe, have thought op o ein- 
Sunne hem hong] 

nn 
1 ſhall not Wee this De- 
dication, by aiming at a Character ] 
am unequal to: A Character which 
it becomes me to admire, rather 
5 3 than 


DEDICATION. 
than attempt to draw, and draw im- 
perfectly: I muſt therefore humbly 


8g beg Your MAIESsT vs Pardon for 
J endeavouring to illuſtrate the Third 
Act of the Play, by copying from 


Your MAJESTY the Virtues of a 


King, who is a Bleſſing to his People. 


Too much Preſumption, I hope, 


will not be imputed to me, if I 


count tbis among the many In- 


ſtances of Vour MAI EST vs 


gracious Diſpoſition, that You 


have condeſcended to patronize 
A Performance „ | written with an 


Ambition to render Your People 
eaſy under Your Government, to 


make them emulous only for Vir- 
rue, and to ſhew them the Value 


of that Liberty, which is ſo emi- 
nently” Your M AJESTY's Care. 
| 10 15 3 


DEDICATION. 
I ſhould. not indeed have Ap- 


proach'd Your MaJjzsTy with. a 
lower Subject, or a Character in- 


ferior to T1IMOLEON's. This I 


ence as the moſt -r of Anti. 


to the moſt Exalted one of the pre- 
ſent Age, in Coutage, in Affability, 
in the greateſt Steadineſs of Mind, 


- . a 
oo 


alli 


and Sweetneſs of Temper, in a very J 


early Appearance againſt Oppreſ- 
ſion, in being the Glory and De- 


light of his Country, and in (the 7 


greateſt diſtinction of Heroes) a 


Love for Mankind. 


That Your MAIESTT may be 
like him in a Conſtant Series of 


Succeſs, in a Happy lengthen'd 
Life, and in being in every Thing 


the peculiar Care of PROVIDENCE; 
| That 


11 


| ; particular Branch of Your Royal 


b 4 WS , Soap 


DEDICATION. 


hat theſe Bleflings may attend on 
er MAJESTY, and on every 


Progeny, are the fervent Drayets 
and . of, | 


May it phaſe Your MAJBSTY, | 


/ 


* Tour Ma ESTY * 


; : 1 

| a Moſt Dutiful, 
1 and Meft — 5 
Suben and Servant, 


BENIAMIN MARTYN. 
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Should. not have troubled the Town 
with one word by way of Preface, 
could I have omitted my Thanks to them 
for their great Indulgence, and my Ac- 
knowledgments for the extream Civility of 
Mrs. Porter and Mr. Mills, to whoſe Care, 
Advice, and Excellent Performance, I muſt 
attribute great part of the Sac of . 
Fe 7 
1 mlt indeed do Juſtice to All concern'd 
in it, by owning my entire Satisfaction in 
| their Behaviour and their Action. 
I have added in this Edition a Scene in 
the Beginning of the ſecond Act, and two 
Speeches in the laſt Scene of the third Act, 


as they ſtood N in _ FOG 


PROLOGUE. 


Written by a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. F'ILKS. 


1 O ftrike the Soul auith Herrar, aud Surprize, 
Our Barns we burn, our fiery Dragon flies: 
With Gods and Goddeſſes we fill the Scene, 

FW ho dance—— at the Command of Harlequin; 
And if theſe fail a crouded Houſe to bring, 

Our Heroines warble, and our Heroes fong. 
Cæſar, Othello, Brutus, and Mackbeth 
Cbriuk at the Names of Hunter and Mackheath. 
By theſe all Taſtes at once we reconcile z 

The Galleries clap, but where the Boxes ſmile ; 
Wits, Ideots, Courtiers, Clowns in theſe accord; 
For Tam cas /ing @ Ballad lite wy Lord. | 
Nurſe too may now the Tutor's Part engage, 

Ad breed your Cons, without the Latin Pate, 

In all the ue fe HEUER of tbe ge. 1 8 


Hard © "9M is the To ak of thoſe who write, 
To pleaſe a Town fantaſtick, yet polite. 
Sparing of Praiſe, to every Fault ſevere, 
Tir'd with what once you could with Raptures bear. 


Our trembling Bard to pleaſe you much would flrive, 
And humbly begs you'd let bis Firſt- born live. 
Some Hopes he has you will bis Wort approve z 
His Hero burns with Liberty, and Lowe, 


72 


4 2 4 rl, each manly Briton's Care z 


Attentive then the Grecian Patriot view, 
bile, ftrict the Paths of Virtue to putſun, © 
or Love, nor Friendſhip, nor the Ties of Blood- 
Mate his Ardor for the publick Good: 

While every Breaſt receives the glorious Flame, 
And bounds at Liberty's enebuntiug Name, 

Think on thoſe Heroes, who the Bleſſing brought 1 
For this Naſſau, for this your Marlbro' fhugbr- 
For this ———=— But aw'd with revtrentlal Rar, 
The Muſe the glorious Subject muſt forbear. 
They who with Pleaſure Peace and Freedom Ber, 
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With Pain the Tribun of our Oy rephive. *. 
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Let Farce and Operas fall into Diſgrace, 


PROLOGUE: 


By 

Written by a F riend, and deſign'd to have been > 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS, Es 

2 wand the Manners, and reform the ee, _ hs s 

To baniſh each new Folly from the ages 25 Bn. 

Let Beggars to their proper Poſts repair, . 


Nor Newgate Scenes defile the Theatre ; 
Let Senſe once more reſume her Native Place. | 


To-night, a Grecian on our Stage will ſhine, 
That fires with Liberty each glowing Line. 
Let others regularly riſe to Fame, 

By painful Steps, acquire a glorious Name 
At once 'Timoleon opens to our View, 
The Man, the Hero, and the Patriot too. 


Our Aurbor here; to hin the Fair, bas fiewn 
A Hero and a Lover join d i in one; 5 
Nor were the Charatter indeed compleat, 
Had he not figh'd beneath a Heroin's Feet. 
A kind, and conflant Tuttle we diſplay, 
That counts each tedious Minute, Hour and Day; 


Hier Beauties in her Heroes Abſence fade, 


And Clouds of Sorrow o'er her Face are ſpread. 
Zet, though a pow'rful Rival tries each Art, 
To raſe Timoleon's Image from her Heart 
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2 


En 


8 8 


PROLOGUE. 


951 all bis E forts ineſfuctual prove; 7 1 
Too weak —— oppos'd 70 Vu, and to. Lou: . 


Such Scenes as theſe could. once have fore 4a Tear, 
rom ev'ry Sympathizing Fair-one here 
But modiſh Pleaſures now their Time engages 77. 
Quadrille, hat Trifle of a Trifling Age ! 
an the Sex thus whole Days, and Nights employ ? 
an they be thus enamour'd of a Toy? 125 
hilt Otway's Orphan mourns in uſeleſs Strains, 
nd Row's Fair Penitent unheard complains :- 
ot his. Jane Shore affects a Female Soul, 
o near, as that tremendous Loſs! a Vole. 


Oh could ſuch fatal Truths awaken Shame, 


ithout a Bluſh, the Poet then might own, 
Beauty and Virtue bere had fix'd their Throne. 
Pleas'd had confeſs'd, his Heroin he flole, 
Pour Charms, too faintly, copy'd through the _ 3 
Greek in Nen a e in her Soul. 


Theſe darling Foibles of the Sex reclaim, con 
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Timophanes, 
Timoleon, 
Dinarchus, 


Olinthus, 


Orthagoras, 
Eſchylus, 


Lycander, 


Pheron, 


Ghoſt, 


Cleone, 
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Act. 1. SCENE E. 


S c E N E= The Cuy of Corinth. 
"Enter Orthagiras 75 a Eobylus, 


— 1 i x : A A 2: 


| OnTuaconas. 4 * * 


5 —4 


4 


=p S, A ſchylus, we muſt retire in private;. 5 
KReti 1 ok 3 ev'n our Sighs 1 not be 
car | 
1 Compiainss are dang rous, when x not back'd 
with Power; a 
nd Sighs betray us ſooner to our Pate, 
Eſc. O Corinth / O my Country! My Heart vids: 
or ev*ry Wound of thine.” — ierce in his Courſe, 
he Uſurper, like a raging peſtilence, 
reathes out Deſtruction, ſpreads Confuſion round, 
$ if commiſſion'd to deſtroy Mankind: 
ike Death he ranges: Luſt and Slaughter wait 
lis Will; and Deſalation follows him. 
Ort. Have we no Hape? Muſt then this _ c, 
orinth, ſo fam'd for Enmity to Tyrants, 


ye grovelling under one; one Lord alone? $002 
| _ no; Hand that dares to _ us freek. 43 
24 


9 17 0 L E O N 


Enter Dinarchys, | 


17 ae here's a Hand: Tis rrue, wy Nees, 
es, 
With Age it thakes: But in the Cauſe of Virtue 
Each Sine w fliffens, ev — Nerve's new· brac d; 
And, ſtrung with wonted Vigour, it can * 
A Tyrant on his Throne. 
Ort. Dinarabus, welcome! 
'Tho' on the Borders of Eternity : 
(Oy ſo we meet, ſo hazardous is Virtue I 
oy to ſee thee. Wherefore art thou thus? 
hy Hands thus ſtain'd with Blood! Whence doft 
thou come? 
Din. Whence, but from Ruin? Whence, but from 
Miſery ? . 
Ruin pours in on ev ry Side 3 and Gorinth 
One undiftinguiſh'd Scene of Horror lies. 
Af. Can there be yet Addition to our Sorrows? 
Din. Fluſh'd with the Power he bafely has uſurp d, 
The Tyrant triumphs over Human Nature, 
And inſolently wantons in her Pains, 
But lay, Dinarchus, ſ peak! what Son of Ho- 


Is laughter goco, to grace the Sacrifice? 
1 The Man I lov'd ! Companion of my Verl 
ogether, Hand in Hand, we walk'd from Youthg 
Together on the Verge of Life we ſtood, | 
Ready to fall. Cou'd they not _y_ A lirele? 
ſe. Ha! what! Philifus? © Gi. 
Din. But a Day will come, 
Tyrant, it will, and Vengeance will ceme with it. 
Ort. But ſpeak! where is Philiftus? why this Blood? 


hd) 5 9 A id ks bs Go. 1 


Wo > ff eg bo 


Din. Paying my Morning's Viſit to my Friend, 
I found: him — Pending of his Life, Wi 
Loſing his Sorrows in attention to her. A 
The beauteous Innocence, with: filial Care, 
Tended her poar, infirm, decrepit Parent, And 
Studious to ſoften on ry anxious Pain. Ariſe 


O gracious Heav'n! and muſt ſuch Virtue: ſuſfer M 
| 7 


ood? 


El 


TIMOLEON. 3 
A/c. Go on! and haſte to caſe my lab'ring Heart. 
Din. The good old Man wept at the Sight of me; 

We mourn d together o'er our Country's Wrongs, 
Her cancel d Laws, her ſlaughter'd iſtrates, 
And all the various Ilis the groans 15 

W hen ſtraight, that Butcher of my noble Brother, 
Pheron, the bloody, the relentleſs Pheron, | 
Aſſiſted by another, like himſelf, 

Enter'd, and ſeiz'd the lovely Maid, Clone. L 
She ſhriek'd, and call'd her Father — the poor Father 
Trembl'd with Age and Fear. | trembl'd too 
For her, for him, and for my Child Euneſia. 
The frighred Victim ſtill implor'd for Aid. 
Rouz'd at the dear, known Voice, Philiftus ſtarted, 
But Horror and Amazement ſtopt his Speech. 

His ſuppliant Hands he lifted but in vain. 
Collecting then at once his feeble Rage, 


He try'd to grapple with 'em for his Childs | 
But oh! while Pheron fore'd away Cleone, 


The other ſtruck a Poniard to his Heart. 
Ort. Ye Gods! ean ye behold, and fuffer this? 
Din. The haſty Miſchief baffled all Prevention: 


However, waking from my Trance, to ſce 
The ſtreaming Coarſe dragg'd baſely on the Ground, 
With Rage and Pity: warm'd, I forward ſprung, 


And ſtabb'd the baſe Aſſaſſin of my Friend; 

He fell; and falling, curs'd the Gods, and .dy'd. 
fc. Tf Heav'n aflift not, where is Virtue ſafe? 
Din. Haveyous Virgin Daughter? ſooth the Tyrant, 

Give up the Maid to fpeedy Violation, | 

Or bleed the Victim by a Father's Hand. 

How, my Eueba, ſhall thy aged Father F 

Shield thee fecurely from unbounded Power? 


On. How raging is the Luſt of Blood, and Rapine, 


With which f7ophanes, this Tyrant, reigns! 


_— — gracious Pow'rs! can Man be thus aban- 

on'd, — | * ET - + 4 

And not a Thunderbolt to ſtrike him dead? 

Ariſe, and hurl a fwift Deftruftion on bim, 

And cruſh him at a Word—— this Homicide ! 
VE - + Din. 


1 T I MOL E ON. 
: Din. By Heav'n, he bears him as he were a God; 
5 And Men were made for him to ſport withal! 
1 fc. His Looks betray the Fierceneſs of his Mind, 
g f W here Luſt, Ambition, Pride, and Envy reigns 
8 And ſeem to 'ſtruggle for Pre- eminence. | 
Ort. Let Nature, as in Pity to the World, =y 
The younger Brother, great Timoleon form'd 
With ev'ry Grace that can adorn a Hero. 
He riſes eminent in ev'ry Virtue, 
As each were ſingly his peculiar Care. 
Din. Thar n outh! my Bm bounds at e | 
Name. 
The Gods have fare deſign'd bim as a Pattern 
For what Man ſhou'd bez honeſt, brave, and wile. 
So mild, that he ſcarce knows what * is ; 
So tender, others Miſeries are his: 
Vet firm, intrepid, in the Day of Battle; 
Serene he views it, and directs its Courſe. - 6 
Aſc. When raſh Timopbanes, this impious Tyrant, 
In the late bloody Conflict with the Argians, | 
I Thoughtleſs of Danger, plung'd impetuous in 
1.8 Among the thickeſt Squadrons, when his Horſe, 
10 Untam'd, and fiery, ſtarted at the Noiſe 
| And Horror of the War, bounded aloft, 
# And threw him headlong | *midft the hoſtile ſakes 
i When Death on ey'ry Weapon glitter'd round him, 
. And ſcarce a Power, beneath a God's, could fave him 
| Din. O, had Heav'n then reſign'd him to his Fate! R 
| Aſc. Timoleon, with uncommon Ardor fir'd, v 
4 Urg'd by a Brother's Love, and Brother's Danger, E 
1 
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Shot like a Flaſh of Light'ning to his Aid 
Thro' all the Fury of the Field he ruſh'd _ 
Reſiſtleſs, and like Mars, dealt Slaughter round. 
Amaz'd, they back retir'd, and kept aloof; 
While his fall'n Brother covering with his Shield, 
He ſtood the fearleſs Mark of all their Darts. 
Ort. Twas worthy of Timoleon. — Gen'rous Youth! 
When may we hope to ſee the Hero come? | 
Din. The Treaty with the Argiaus is concluded, 
His 1 all heal'd, and the next Hour may 1 
im. 


in 
0! 


- Swift as an Eagle to defend her Young, 


TIMOLEON 5 
O! if he knew his bleeding Country's Wrongs! 
But the Tyrant, 


Home he wou'd fly to ſave her. 


Cunning as Cruel, ev'ry way has try'd - _ 


To intercept Timoleon's Knowledge of em. 

ys Yer, wing'd with Love, he'll haſte to cele- 

brate 35 

His Nuptials with your Daughter, whom he loves 
With an uncommon Paſſion ſuch a Paſſion! 
So render, that his Life is not ſo dear. | 

Din. She, with excelling Truth, returns his Love; 
It breaks thro? all her modeſt Arts to hide it; 
She ſighs, the pines, ſhe ſickens in his Abſence : 
And when I ask the Cauſe of all her Sighs, 
The Flame within her Heart flies to her Cheeks, 


And, in a Bluſh, confeſſes Love the Cauſe. 


Aſc. So exquiſite her Form! *tis Nature's Pride; 


Pleas'd, and furpris'd, ev'n her own Work ſhe views, 


* 


Fixing her Standard of Perfection there. 


Din. Beauty ſhe has yet knows it not her ſelf... 
Free from her Sex's Vanity and Pride, 2 


Her Care is to attend her Father's Age, 


And ſweeten his remaining Hours of Life. 


But I, my Friends, ſhall tire you with my Talk ;. 

*Tis Age's Humour, and you muſt forgive ir. 
Aſc. O thou Almighty! awful, and ſupreme! - 

Redreſs, revenge an injur'd Nation's Wrongs; 

With Pity view her violated Laws, 

Her trampled Rites, her butcher'd Patriots; 


Hear ſuff ring Virtue groan beneath Oppreſſion, 


Hear, and relieve it! Fove eternal, hear! 

Din. O thou Almighty! awful, and ſupreme! 
Redreſs, revenge an injur'd Nation's Wrongs; 
Show'r down your Curſes on the Tyrant's Head! 
Ariſe the Judge, diſplay your Vengeance on him, 
Blaſt all his black Deſigns, and let him feel 
The anxious Pains with which his Country groans. 
Bur hold, my Friends, let us with Patience wait 
Timoleon's coming, and the Smiles of Heav n. 
Yer in Timoleon there's a Gleam of Hope, 
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Thoſe Magiſtrates, who wou d have r 20 thwart 


Of Means and Spirit impotent to hurt him, 


| Admir'd, careſs'd, _ at by gaping Crouds, 


Their Fears have made em plyant to your 


n che anxious « Somme 
the Horizon thick with Horror. 
K s 


8 C E NE 1 Timopbanes Palace. 
Enter Lycander, and Pheron. 


, Plas 'tis well; the King ſhall u 8 
calz _. 
Timophanes, who ſhews he merirs Empi 
By his great Spirit, worthy Jove him =” 
Phe. But ſay, , Lycander, why attends be 1 
The Senate's 150 Reſolves before he's nr 
Lyc. To pleaſe the People. 
Phe. Pleaſe them! ; 
Lyc. Pheran, yes. 


Daring like Ligh Light 
Who long boy . 


him, 
Slaughter has ſwept. away : As for the reſt, 


They ſerve to authorize his Nod. 
1. The King. 


Enter Timophanes, ROY 


Timop. At length, Lycander, my. Deſire's compleat z 
That Pow'r, which almoſt equals "Men with Gods, 
I now may call my own: Say, ist not great 
To be the firſt diſtinguiſh'd — Mankind? 


Lr 


Who, waiting, ſenile, or tremble at a Nod? 
Lyc. The Prytanes I've ſounded —— are right, 


Will. 


To- morrow to the Senate they propoſe | 
To crown you King. - 

Timop. Tis well. Tuben, my Lavauder, 
Luxuriant will we riot in each Bliſs _ 
Thy Wiſh can form. Each yet untaſted Joy, 
Each witty, wanton, gay, and n Beauty, 
Shall be our own. ; 


| De. By Heav'n! "twill ben Life © 
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NaN 37 
For Spirits ſuch as ours. How does your Priſo & 
"7 The fir Cleons, brook hee —_— Wrong? ins, 
- Timop. Her Tears (Beauty tene) 
*. Like drops of weeping Cel ebe the Britt, 
- In ſilence trickle from her melting Eyes. 
Yet now and then burſts forth a ſoft Complaint, 
Soft as the Murmur of the bubbling Brook. 
Lys. Her Father's Fate the knows not? 
Timep. No, nor ſhall.” | 
But ſee! the Charmer this way bende aer 
Like a ſtruck Deer each Priva the ſeeks, 
Weeping as if the Springs of Lite were open'd; 
Let all retire OP unperceiv d a ay! U weunt. 


| Enter Cleone, 
Cleo. Where am I? ev 'ry thing is ding me. 
> Was I not with my Father? dd dren? 
rt Or do I now? what Noiſe is that? my Father? 
KK A thouſand Thoughts, a thouſand anxious Fears 
rowd in my Mind. [4 Hlcur iſb of OE within, 
Ha! Muſick! let it play! 
Here will I lye; here in Attention loft, 
That it may work Imagination up, 
Till Melancholly cries,thou rt mine.. Sag. IIt wo' net. 
In vain thy Melody! it cannot raiſe 
5 My Sorrows higher, or ſooth me to forget em. 


Enter Timophanes. 


7 ;mop. How beautiful ſhe looks evinGrief becomes 
E_- | 
| Grief reigns with Glent Pleaſure i Face, 
*. As if delighted to be dreſt in 
: Lovely Cleone! wherbfore weeps my Fair? 
Joy ſhall again unveil thoſe ſnadow'd Eyes, 
Stall, like the Sun, drive hence thoſe Clouds of Sorrow, 
The pride of Nature opening to our View,  , 
Cleo. How can I hope for Joy? where caaT find ir? 
Diſguſted with its Manſion in my Breaft, £ 
The Fugitive, I fear, is gone for ever. 
 Timop. Here ſhalt thou 1 then yithio theſe Arms 3 - 
4 r 
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8 T TIM OLE ON 
At ſight of Thee, it plays about my Heart, 
And * to riot on that lovely Breaſt. 
Cleo. That Voice, with all the Rhetoric of Love, 
Speaks nought but Horror and Diſtraction to me. 


x 


Timop. Where is its Horror? when it ſooths thee 


} -- Thus: FM | 
To Pleaſures, which ſhall teach thee to forget 
What Sorrow is? Come then ——1 cannot ſigh, 
Nor whine my Love in amorous Softneſs to thee; 

I'm all Deſire to pant upon thy Boſom, 
Till we diſſolve in Bliſs, too great to utter. 

Cleo. My Soul's alarm'd as at the Call of Death, 
And Honour ſickens at each Word I hear. 

Timop. W hat is the Honour of your Sex, but Pride? 
Bur fear of a Diſcovery? fear of Same? 

Tis this reſtrains the Pleaſure of the Fair, 
When urgf'd by Nature, when with Wiſhes warm'd, 
She languiſhes to Dotage for Enjoyment, © 
Cleo. It can do more; deſpiſe the Baits of Power, 
And fly, tho* Grandeur court it to its Ruin. [ Exit. 
Timop. Ha! gone! but let her go! ſhe cannot far. 
The Bird juſt taken, beats about its Cage, 
Flies round for Liberty, but finding none, 
Sits down at laſt contented with its Priſon. 


Enter Lycander. 


Lyc. Well, does the Fair one, Sir, return your Paſſion? 
Timop. Yes, but it is with Scorn; ſhe ſnuns my 
„ ones: A O62 8 oe ; 
| No more I ll ſue, but force her to be bleſt. — 
When taſted: once, ſhe'll thank: me for the Pleaſure, 
And curſe the Coyneſs that delay'd her Joy. 
- *Tis true, I love her to Enjoy her only, 
That's all my Aim —— my Soul Ambition ſways, 
And leaves no room for ſuch a Toy as Woman. 
Women are but the Playthings of an Hour: 
Too much of 'em unmans us into Trifles, 
Like themſelves. | | 
Lys. O that I cou'd love like you! 


I am a fond, an amorous Foo]: By Heav'n! 


. ? 
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To gain the ſmalleſt Bliſs from fair Euneſia, 33 
With Pride, with Pleaſure I wou'd run thro? all 
The ſervile Duties of a Woman's Slave; 
An Age cou'd doat, and think an Age well ſpent. 
Timop: —_— that ſhe ſhou'd refuſe you! Iam 
. Tough, | | | EIT. 
Unbred, unlelon-d in their Wiles —— but you 
Know each unguarded Paſſage to the Heart, 
Can ſteal rhro* ev'ry Paſſion to the Soul, 
And melt it into Fondneſs and Defire. 
Lyc. Fixt in her Breaſt Timoleon's Image lies, 
Nor can my flattering Arts efface it there. 
The Curſt Timoleon / Bane of all my Peace! 
As he will be of yours. EN 
Timop. Of mine? he dares not. | 
Lyc. He dares do all his wild romantick Thoughts 
d, Of Honour can ſuggeſt 5 you know he dares. 
© Timop. So great my Pow'r, twill awe him ro Com- 
r, pliance. . EtghR Ys | 
it. Lyc. T will rather urge him to ſome deſperate Courſe. 
Timop. What, that can hurt my Safety, or my Crown? 
* Lyc. You know how much he is the People's Idol, 
How zealous an Aſſertor of their Freedom: | 
He wou'd not brook an Arbitrary Power, 
Tho' in a Father's Hands—— nay, he wou'd ſcorn it, 
If offer'd to himſel think then, O think, 
on? ¶ What gathering Tempeſts from that Quarter threaten. 
* 4 ce me ſtrait ——— what Method ſhall I 
rake | 
Ly... Prevent his coming; if he once returns, 
here will be Danger in his Death. 
Timop. Tis true. 
O had I but purſu'd thy juſt Advice, | 
e now had lain with thoſe who are forgotten. 
Lyc. What cou'd that prudent Reſolution change? 
—_ = tell thee —— thou ſhalt ſee my inmoſt 
oul. | 
Some Nights ago, as on my Bed I lay, 
— in — Mind Timoleon's Fat | 


And juft had conquer'd the remaining Scruples 


. 
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| 
| 
| 

| 
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| 
| 
| 
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| 
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Of Love and Gratitude, that laſt poſſeſt me 

My weary Eyelids clos'd, and courted Reftz 

They clos'd in yain-— Reft would not harbour there 

Thus muſing as I lay — a Form appear d. | 
Which caſt a Gleam of horrid Light around. 
It ſeem'd my Father, as he dy'd in Battel, 


Each Heart-vein pouring forth 2 Crimſon Flood; f 
Dreadfully pale he Kar , 


and ſternly frown'd. 
Lyc. No more. 8 9] : 
Timop. "Tis true! l 
| Timop. Be All, and hear me. 
Perdition blaſt me, but I ſaw it! 


FFS ww 


8 r 
Timop. By Heav'n the very Image of my Father. 

_ Ly. Believe me, twas the Image of your Fear. 
The ſelf. created Curſe of e e KEOM 
_ Timop. Till hen I knew not what it was to fear. 
But at that Sight a Terror ſeiz'd my Heart, 
Each Nerve relax'd, and ſtagnated my Blood. 
Thrice too it call'd tis true, I heard rhe Voice, 

Hollow and low, as ſounds the diſtant Thunder. 

The dreadful Murmur ſtill is in my Ears. 

« Touch not, it aj touch not Timoleoy's Life z 
To Coriuth ſtrait her Liberty reſtore, | . 
ce Repent, or ſoon thou'lt be as Iam now.” 

At this the Phantom diſappear d, and left me. 

1 try'd to ſpeak ; my Tongue forgot its Oifice, 

For ev'ry Faculty was loſt in Horror. 

Lyc. Irreſolution frames a thouſand Horrors, 
Embodying each — but ſhall it be believ'd 
That Shadows &er cou'd ſhake Timophanes, 


— 


> > 


I * 


And change the ſettl'd Purpoſe of his Wall? 

Have you ſeen Death in almoſt ey'ry Shape, 

Undaunted, unamaz'd? and hunted Dangery, 

As prodigal of Life? yet, ſtart at 'Nothing? _ 
Timop. Upbraid me not; once more my Soul is fix 

Hence with the Memory of theſe ſick ning ThoughvF-. - 

Once more I'm yours, dire& me as you will. 

- Lyc. Timoleox's coming back muſt be Proven, 


1IuOoE ROM [nt 


Timop, And that muſt be by 
Dee. Once done N 
Their Paſſions are but 
o ſooner riſing, but they — | 

Then ſeize Dinarchus, but contine him only; 
our Servant's Murder is a juſt Pretence. 
hoſe two removid, you have no mere to far. 
Zimop. Tis true, 

ho? old, Dinarchus yet ĩs Arve, | 

nd may prove dangerous, —— Ther tho, 
hen you may urge your Suit to fair Euncfie. 


vere! 


41 


ncertain where to point, on thee may fix. 


ſaye her Father, ſhe may yield to thee, 
— bleſs thy Paffion with a kind Return. 


While I, my Throne confirmꝰd, will riſe ſuperior, 
nd wanten in each Joy that Power can give. 5 
ar. The Eagle thus, prepar'd to mount the Sky, 
To the Sun's Orb undazzled darts his £ 
And ſpprns the Gronnd with 'ewful Digniry. 
Exulting in his Pride, is pleas'd to view 

A The fearher'd Tribe, admiring where he few: | 
With 2 Strength rltey. Tempe the wond' rous 
| : cl ty | 

But faint — the radiant load of Light. 


While he alone enjoys the ſovereign Sway, os 4 a 


Alone ſupports hs Suw's eacreafing R l 
And joyous revels in che e 4 


. The End of the Firſt PA 55 
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hen, when her Soul hangs quiv'ring like the Noh, | 
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Olinthus, Where's your Friend? 
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ACTI SCENE 1. 12 
4 Chamber in the Houſe of Dinarchus. — 
| Enter Euneſia, 25 


7 
wa L I D E on, ye Hours, till my Timolenf | 
AE: comes, 120 


y te 
5 Glide ſwiftly on, as uſeleſs all ro me. 
2» Till he arrives, Joy has no Buſineſs here; an 


r With him it flew, and waits for his Retur! a * 7 
4 


Enter Servant. cor 
Serv. A Stranger begs Admittance to your Preſence hat 
Eun, Conduct him in. IT Who can this be * 


Timoleon 
Grant but that, Elayn und I have all 1 wiſh. 
= muſt be he! 


Euter. Olinthus. | 


Where is my Love? Timoleon! Is he well? 
O ſpeak! For *cill thou ſay'ſt he is, my Heart 


FP lutters about, nor can it, will it reſt. Fo 
Olin. The Gods, Eunefia, make his Health their Car — 
uc 


Eun. When comes he then? 
Olin. This Minute brings him to thee. 
Eun. Oh thou'rt a welcome Harbinger, art welcomt 
As the firſt dawn of Day is, to the Wretch 
Whoſe midnight Steps a dreary Waſte bewilder'd. 
Olin. And ſee, thy Sun himſelf appears to cheer the 


Enter Timoleon. 


Tim 

Eun. Timoleon , Yes! — My Soul! har 

Timol. Eunefia! [ Embrace Eur 

Tis come; at length the happy Hour is come, by u 
That gives * to my longing Arms; = 


Ty 17 O L E O N. 13 
is come with gay Delights, with ſmiling Pleaſures, 


ith ev'ry Bliſs that crowns ſucceſsful Love. 
2 2 Delightful Fair! Eternal Spring of Sweets! _ 
) thou art dear I cannot ſay as what; 
othing is ſure ſo dear as my Euneſia. 
Eun. O my Timoleon! do not talk thus to me. 
o great the Pleaſure, tis a Pain to bear; 
s Net do, talk on, for if I fink beneath it. 
[will be for thee, and in thy dear loy'd Arms. 
M thee? 
y render Vows? by Looks? or by my Sighs? 
ut tender Vows, nor Looks, nor all my Sighs _ 
an tell my Paſſion, tis fo wond'rous great. 
)! it is like thy Charms, beyond Deſcription. - 
Zan. Speak on, ſpeak on; I cou'd for ever hear, 
cou'd for ever liſten to thy Vows, 
That breathe ſuch Tranſports to my raviſh'd Souls” 
o ſoft the Melody fo ſoftly Sweet, 
wakens ev'ry {lee eping Joy to Life, 
nd ſteals away each Paſſion bur my Love. ; 
Timol. Ves, I hes talk on thoſe loy'd Charms of chine, 
ill ev'ry Echo ſhou'd repeat Euneſia, 
s if it doated on the Name, like me. 
hou wonder'ſt at my Fondneſs — but, Orbe, 
iew well that Face, and loſe thy Wonder there. 
Olin. Timoleon, no; old Age it ſelf, that n 
Folly in all Actions but its own, 
Care fluſt juſtify a Love, where ſuch perfections, 
uch Truth, ſuch Virtue, and ſuch Sweetneſs dwell. 
will nor ſtay to interrupt your Joy. Exit. 
com Timo. Farewell! I ſoon will meet thee, — O Zuneſia! 
ngaging Sweetneſs 
Eun. Yes, my dear Timoleon, 
lere all my Fears I loſe; not ev'n the Tyrant 
las Power to hurt me here. 
Timo]. Fears! and a Tyrant! | 
hat doſt thou talk on? What haft thou to fear? 
Tracy Eun. O my Timoleon ! ſummon all thy Reaſon, 
by uſual Strength of Mind, to hear a Story 5 
at 


Is 
the 
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Timol. How ſhall I tell my fond, fond Paſſion to 
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That at each Word will wound thee to the Soul. 


= TIMOLEON. 


8 


Timol. Thou then muſt tell it me. 80 ſwect tl 


Voice, c 

The Ties will loſe its Horror i in che Muſick. Ih 
Eun. Take it at once. © muſt I be the firſt 1 
To grieve thee thus? 05 7 
Timol. I'm on the Rack to "Do ies. 1 
Eun. Had not thy Duty call'd thee hence, what 7 
Woes 1 
ighr'ſt thou have ſfay'd thy Country? | 7 
imal. Ha! my Country! : Th. 
Eun. She is a Slave. Car 
Timol. Say ſt thou? a Slave, Rasta 7 
Eun. No Tongue her Deſolation can deſcribe His 
No Pen ean paint the Grief ſhe cannot hide, he 


Yet fears to ſhow. —— She's fallen from that Height 
Where late ſhe ſate, the Arbitreſs of Exroece. Wr 
Proſtrate, beneath om Pow'r ſhe lies, 25 
While Rapine, Luft, and Deaths rangs * het 


Streets, * 
And revel uncontrau'd. Exu 
Timal. Is't poſſible? Dur 


And 

7 
Ingl 
hy 


Eun. Cover'd with Heaps of ue Cirizens 
She looks one general Grave. 

» Tims]. Immortal Gods! 

Eun. Each Patriot falls beneath ſome Ruflan's Sword 
The frighted Matron ſecs her Lord expire, 
And ſhudders for his Offspring in her Arms; 
While this, with broken Cries or filent Tears, 
For. Pity begs in vain —— the reeking Poniard 
Strikes home, and mingles in one common Stream it en 
The Parent Ss, and the Infant's Blood. Dran. Let 
How will his Paſſions burſt into a Blaze ! 
When he ſhall hear - his Father 

Timol. Ha! Philiſtus / 

Eun. Is murder'd. 

Timol. What! Philiftus murder'd too! 
Who is the Tyrant? Point him out, ye Gods! 
For Vengeance equal to his monſtrous Crimes 
But ſay, Euueſia, ſpeak the impious Man. 


1 _ There, my Limoleon , deeper will it wound 
c tb thee. 
Timol, No; I this Moment caſt him from my Love; 
I have no Friend that is my Country's Foc. 
Eun. Suppoſe Timophanes ? | 
Timol. ar! my Eaneſa? 
| Eun. Timophanes g 
wha 77:0. But ſay not that tis he. 
5 Zan. It is, Timoleon. 
Timol. Then I'm indeed anhappy!_ * 
This Blow FI was not arm'd to bear. — My Brother! 
Can it be he? My Brother, did'ft thou | 
Eun. Timoleon, yes; he has abus d that Power 
His Country gave bim; he has turn'd thoſe Arms 

he took in to preſerve her, on her felf. 

Timol. Fatal Ambition! how doſt thou mif-lead us? 
* that I am! T am the Cauſe of this; | 
I, who have labour'd fo to veil his Follies, 

Ind ſet his Virtues in the faireſt Light. 


Exulting, and directs the Soldiers Rage. 
Pur Streets he purples with our nobleſt Blood, 
NS, nd riots in the Ruin which he makes. 
Timol. Can there be fuch Impiety in Man? 
Inglorious Brother! thus to abufe thy Fame, 
hy Country ! — Well, if one muſt fall a Victim, 
orinfh, or He, there is no room to doubt. 
"+ I here devote me to thy Call. 
FO, if my Death can cloſe the — of Blood, 
rd Band Freedom, from my Aſhes, riſe to Life, 
1 \t me, Timophanes, -thy Fury aim; 
6s! Eet all the future Wounds thou giv'ſt, be mine! 
| Eun. O my Timoleon! what have I not fear'd, 
Not dreaded from Lycander's impious Lover” 
he vile Companion of the Tyrant's Riots! 
Luſt is their Deity, their Sport is Murder. 
here then can Virtue for a Refuge fly? 


Timol. Think not bur thine is dearer than my Life; 


I' guard it ſafe, — Vet Heay'n will guard it too, 


Tycander / Durſt he? But, my dear Eune/ia, 
Eun For- 


TIMOLEON w=w 


Zan. The Virgins Cries, the dying Groans he hears ; 


\ 
{ 
on 
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iN Forgive me, O my Soul! if for a while, | 
. I chaſe each tender Paſſion from my Heart, 1 
3 Fly from thy Arms, and ev'n thy Love forget. , 
5 Eun. With Pleaſure I reſign thee to my Country: | 
4 Be all the Paſſions of our Souls alike! I 
. My Heart has caught the Fire within thy Breaſt, A. 
; | | And with a Love of Virtue glows like thine. I 1 
IF Go on, thy Fondneſs for Eune/ia loſe, 
| . Till thou haſt freed thy Country. Then, Timoleon, 
Fl With Joy I will receive thee to my Arms,  _- 
J. And pay thy Labours with an Age of Love. 1 
9 Timol. Thou Excellence! T'll ſtudy to deſerve thee. TI 
M Thou can't the rugged Paths of Honour ſmooth, Ge 
8 And leſſen all its Toils. — But I muſt leave thee. Th 
W Corinth demands each Moment of my Time, Ra 
ba! And cuts off all the Tenderneſs of Parting. W. 
| The glorious Work of Liberty compleat,  . He 
*T will heighten all the * of our Love, He 
| Raiſe ev'n thy Charms, and add new Luſtre to thee. [Wi 


Eun. How will my Heart exult to ſee my Hero! Kn 
While blooming thus, while cv'ry Virgin's With, The 


Riſing at once the Father of his Country! II 
But, ha! his Life —— O be propitious, Heav 'n! II ft 
Appoint ſome watchful Genius for his Guard. Nl ca 
Tis not one Life alone in his you ſpare, he 
But, ſaving him, you make Mankind your Care. | 4 

| (Exir, Þ L 
Dinarchus 4i/cover'd on a Couch; to him, Rſchylus. 8 
A/c. How gentle is his Sleep! — Such always is Play 
'The Sleep of Innocence, in Youth or Age. . - he 
W hat Noiſe is that? D; 
Din. TID» help, Euneſia. i 7 i 
3 Ha ! how he ſtarts and trembles! I'll awake Þ tho 
im. | | But 


Din. Tear, tear the Villain off O Aſchylus . ry 
Aſc. My Lord! hy 
Din. What! who are you? [ Starts up. ye, 
A/c. Your Friend. | Rgain 
Din. Aſchylus ! | 4£/ 
1 F 


ee. 
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I had thee in my Sleep. But art thou he?  * 
Af. Il. * | | 
Din, O A#ſchylus ! T've ſeen ſuch Horrors, 

I ſhudder at em yet. — Such, ſuch a Dream! 
Another ſuch wou'd plunge me into Madneſs. 
thought ä 
Aſc. Tis paſt - then think of it no more. 
_ - thought my Daughter and my Selt were 
cated, | h Wi 
Where the glad Brook plays winding thro' the Grove; 
The Sun-beams cours'd each other o'er the Stream, 
Gentle the Stream, ſcarce ruffled by the Wind ; 


The Wind in Whiſpers breath'd; the joyous Birds 


Rais'd their wild Notes to emulate her Song. 
When ſtrait a Ruffian ruſh'd from out the Grove; 


He gaz'd with eager Wonder on my Daughter; 


He ſeiz'd her; then I ſaw the little Trembler 
With Hair diſhevell'd, and with panting Breaſts, 
Kneeling for Pity to the brutal Villain. | 


Ihe luſtful Satyr ftar'd his monſt'rous Purpoſe. 


ake 


7 


up. 


* 


Mgain it calls. 


I wou'd have help'd her —— bur, alas! I cou'd not. 
I ſtrove to riſe, but ſomething chain'd' me down. 
I call'd for Help Timoleon's Aid implor'd z 
Thee too I call'd — and found — '*twas but a Dream. 
ſc. No more. 1 
Din. I tremble yet. 
ſc. *T will ſoon be over. = | 
he Waves, enrag'd by a tempeſtuous Wind, 


= lay for a while, ev'n when the Storm's at reſt; 


Then, by degrees, they ſink into a Calm. ö 
Din. But huſh! be till! Hark, hark ! What Voice 
is that? bo | 

thought I heard a Voice like my Eunefia's, 
Bur faint, as is the diſtant, dying Echo;) 
ry out — My Father Why this Mockery ? 
hy this Abuſe on one ſo old as lamm 
ye, fye! it is not well. Hark, hark again! 
'Tis my Eune/ia's Voice. 
A/c. Indeed there's none; your Soul's the Sport of 


Fear | 
C Theſe 


Forgive me, O my Soul! if for a while, 


Din. Tear, tear the Villain off —— O Aſchylus - 
Aſc. My Lord! | 
Din. What! who are you? 
ſc. Your Friend. 

Din. Aſchylus ! 


[Starts up. 


I chaſe each tender Paſſion from my Heart, 1 
Fly from thy Arms, and ev'n thy Love forget. 5 
EZun. With Pleaſure I refign thee to my Country- 
Be all the Paſſions of our Souls alike! '\ FI 
My Heart has caught the Fire within thy Breaſt, A 
And with a Love of Virtue glows like thine, __ I 
Go on, thy Fondneſs for Euneſia loſe, ' _ 
Till thou haſt freed thy Country. Then, Timoleon, 
With Joy I will receive thee to my Arms,, 
And pay thy Labours with an Age of Love. Nu 
7Timol. Thou Excellence! I'll ſtudy to deſerve thee. TI 
Thou can'ſt the rugged Paths of Honour ſmooth, Ge 
And leſſen all its Toils. — But I muſt leave thee. - Th 
. Corinth demands each Moment of my Time, BD Ra 
And cuts off all the Tenderneſs of Parting. w 
The glorious Work of. Liberty complet. He 
"Twill heighten all the Tranſports of our Love, He 
Raiſe ev'n thy Charms, and add new Luſtre to thee,” - W. 
Eun. How will my Heart exult to ſee my Hero! Kn 
While blooming thus, while ev'ry Virgin's Wiſh, Th. 
Riſing at once the Father of his Country! II 
But, ha! his Life O be propitious, Heav n! II ſt. 
Appoint ſome watchful Genius for his Guard. I ca 
*Tis not one Life alone in his you ſpare, Ihe 
But, ſaving him, you make Mankind your Care. | 4 
Exit. £ 
Dinarchus diſeover d on a Couch; to him, Mſchylus. Fs 
Aſc. How gentle is his Sleep! — Such always is Play 
The Sleep of Innocence, in Youth or Age. hei 
What Noiſe is that? | D; 
Din. Hare help, Euneſia. TY ! 
A/c. Ha! how he ſtarts and trembles! I'll awake Þ tho 
him. | | Bur 
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T had thee in my Sleep. But art thou nge? 

" Eſc. IMM... omit; +) 6 
Din. O A#ſchylus! T've ſeen ſuch Horrors, 

I ſhudder at em yet. — Such, ſuch a Dream! 

Another ſuch wou'd plunge me into Madneſs. 


I thought —— « „ | 

Aſc. Tis paſt —— then think of it no more. 

„ Din. I thought my Daughter and my Self were 
» ſeated, | | hes 


Where the glad Brook plays winding thro' the Grove; 
ee. The Sun- beams cours d each other o'er the Stream, 
I Gentle the Stream, ſcarce ruffled by the Wind; ; 
Ihe Wind in Whiſpers breath'd; the joyous Birds 
RNais'd their wild Notes to emulate her Song. 
When ſtrait a Ruffian ruſh'd from out the Grove; 
I He gaz'd with eager Wonder on my ates . ro f 
Ie ſeiz'd her; then I ſaw the little Trembler 
With Hair diſheveli'd, and with panting Breaſts, 
[Kneeling for Pity to the brutal Villain. | 
The luſtful Satyr ftar'd his monſt'rous Purpoſe. 
II wou'd have help'd her —— bur, alas! I cou'd not. 
II ſtrove to riſe, but ſomething chain'd me down. 
II call'd for Help Timoleon's Aid implor'd; 
I Thee too I call'd-— and found — *twas but a Dream. 
TO Aſc. No more. ä 
it. Din. I tremble yet. 
ſc. *T'will ſoon be over. 2 fy 713; 4 
he Waves, enrag'd by a tempeſtuous Wind, 
is Play for a while, ev'n when the Storm's at reſt; 
hen, by degrees, they fink into a Cam. | 
Din. Bur huſh! be ſtill ! Hark, hark ! What Voice 
| is that? 5 | 
rake ¶ thought I heard a Voice like my Eunefia's, 
But faint, as is the diſtant, dying Echo;) 
4. ry out —— My Father Why this Mockery ? 
hy this Abuſe on one ſo old as lam?  _ 
up. ye, fye! it is not well. Hark, hark again! 
 -Mopain it calls. 'Tis my Eune/ia's Voice. | 
A/c. Indeed there's none; your Soul's the Sport of 


| I Fear | 
C - Theis 
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Theſe are the wild, an . | 
Of a deſponding, a diſtemper'd Mind. V1 
Ar ſuch a time, hikes looſe from Reaſon's Nies, 
The Fancy roves thro* various Scenes of Horror, 
And ſecs in ev'ry Needle's Point, a Dagger. 

Din. Death is too proud an Enemy, I W 
And ſcorns to meet an unrefiſting K 
Here may he come, fecure of no Repulſe; 
Each Fort ſurrend'ring, ev'ry Strength worn out; 
And ev'n the Heart, the Citadel of Life, 
Fir'd of the factious Paſſions that diſtreſs it, 
Opening with Joy to let the Victor in. g 


Enter Servant, with 4 Letter. 


For me! ha! let me fee: Juſt Gods! what's dest 
Aſc. O Heav'n, aſſiſt his Years to ſtand this Shock! 
Din. How's this? Confin'd ! Impriſon d! all wy M 

Effects 10. 

The Labour of my honour'd Anceſtors! | 

What, made a Prey to. Violence and 1 

Deſpoil'd of all? ha! Stay! why be it fo! 

Why ſhou'd I wiſh ro 'ſcape alone unhurt? | 

Secure alone, when all is wreckt around we: H: 
Aſc. It pleaſes me to ſee you bear it thus. | 
Din. Bear it! why Aſchylus, when Virtue dine . 


+ 


. 


Who wou'd not ſuffer roo? - 4 
Ac. *Tis rightly judg'd. SO 4 
Din. I, and my Child, will go—— Ha! what ! my By 

Child! Tut 


Muſt ſhe too locker with me? Muft my Daughter! Old 


My- Heart s Delight! its Darling! my Eunefia ! 8 ke 
Enter Euneſia. | E 

Eu, My Father! was it not your Voice J heard? 5 
Mournful it feem'd, my Heart confeſt it yours. 
It ſtarted at the Sound, like Men from Sleep, 0, 


Surpriz'd with an Alarm of * Tbieves, N M 
And trembles 'till it knows that all is ſafe. 5 * 
Din. My lovely Girl! muſt thou be ruin'd tho? = 


Eun, Ruin'd! O no! I never can be ruin'd, 
| While 


ck ! 


rd? 


I 


W hik 
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While I have you to bleſs me. WR 
Din. O my Heart! 
Eun, I ſhall be happy; we will both be happy: 
New ways I'll ſtudy to divert your Cares, 
To ſooth your Grief, and calm your riſing Sorrows. 
When you are weary, and retire to Sleep, 
T'll fit beſide wy deareſt Father's Couch, 
Talk to, and Jull tis troubled Soul to reſt. 
Din. Wo't thou? oh! 
Aſc. Do not ſtifle in your Grief. TY 
Speak! give your Paſhon vent. 
Eun. What is the Cauſe. 
Of this? will you not ſpeak to me, my Father * > 
Din. My Child! my * | 
Eun. O ſpeak to me! 
Din. I cannot. 
My Paſſion boils, and bubbles in my Throat, 


Choaks up, and ſtops the Paſſage of my Words. 


Eun. Misfortunes are from Heav'n. We muſt de 
patient. 
Din. Patient! — My Child, 1 mes very | 
patient. | 
Ha! am 1 not? I think 1 1 : 
Wou'd have been diſtracted O! So am I. 


When will this lab'ring Heart lye down to reſt? 


Eun. Regard your precious Health, think nor of me. 
Din. Not think of thee! why thou art all my Care ! 

By Heav'n, had I been chain'd ro a bleak Mountain, 

Turn'd out a Wanderer, in a barren Deſert; 

Old as I am, I think I cou'd have born it, 

Till Death, the only Friend ro Miſery, 

Had kindly ſet me Free: Bur this — but * 
Eun. But why is this? May I not know the Cauſe? 
Din. The Cauſc! ha! fee it heye. 


Enter Officer and Guard. 


Off. My Lord Dinarchus, 
My Orders are to ſeize, and ſee you ſafe 
Convey'd to Prifon, | 
Eun. Ha! to Priſon! Wherefore? 8 
A Offi. 


9 


I 4 
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Off. It is the King's Commanct. 
Eun. The King's? the Tyrant's. ESO 
Din. We muit ſubmit, — Come, lead me to my 

Dungeon, 8 e 

Shackle me down; yet ye ſhall find i Heart 

Will riſe diſdainful of the Tyrant's Malice. 

Miſtaken Men! Betrayers of your Country! | 

By ſerving him, you make his Crimes your own; 
Eun. My Father! muſt you go? 
Din. Inhuman Tyrant! 

To tear me thus from all my Soul delights in. 

Offi. My Orders are expreſs —— Pye ſtaid too long. 
Din. Be ſpeedy then to execute your Charge; | 

A Moment's Stay will fix me here for ever. 

Farewel, my Child; we muſt part, Euneſia. 

Thy Piety will merit Heav'n's Defence. | 

To Heav'n and Z#/chylus J leave thee then. 


22» - & 
0 
* " 


Aſc. I'll tend her with a Friend's, a Parent's Care. 


_ Offi. My Lord —— Es | 
Din. I go. — My Child — ] cannot ſpeak to thee. 
Eun. My Father! ä . 
Din. Away — I follow thee. 


SCENE draws and diſcovers the Senate. 
Pry. 'Tis time, my Lords, to check the Rage of 


Slaughter. ; 
This we can only by Submiſſion do. 


Enter Timoleon. 


Timol. May Corinth and her Senate live for ever. 

Pry. Timoleon, for thy Service with the Argians, 
Thanks we decree thee. 
The Senate is aſſembl'd to confirm 
The Sovereign Empire in Timophanes. 

Zyc. By this you claim, and merit his Protection; 
And who ſo proper to protect you, Lords, 
As he, whoſe Valour oft has ſav'd your State? 
Has he not fought your Foreign Wars with Glory? 
Has he not often brought you Conqueſt home, 
And kept Deſtruction at a diſtance from you? 


Pry 


 [Exeunt. 


Now, my noble Lords, 


lA £ za j } v.i.... 


Pry 


.:Pry. Be it decreed then to confirm him King! 
Timol. My honour'd Lords! what! ſhall we court 
the Yoke? 3 r | 45 
Sue to be Slaves? and bargain for our Bondage? 
Is Life of ſuch a Value? what! ſhall we, 
The Guardians of our Liberties, betray em? 
If you wou'd ſee your Country lye the Scene 
of! Horror and Confuſion; if the Cries 
Of unoffending Miſery delight you, e 
Tye your own Bonds, and league it with Oppreſſion. 
But I offend, my Lords. | 

1 Sen. Go on, Timoleon. £3 3 

Timol. Have we forgot the Virtues of our Country? 
Have we forgot her Glory, her Renown, 

In reſcuing Nations from oppreſſive Pow'r? 

And ſhall we change for Infamy our Honour? 

Our Liberty for Chains? Inglorious Choice! 

The meaneſt Man who's Free, ſhou'd look with Pity 
Upon a Slave, adorn'd in all his Pride. GE 

Lyc. Why wou'd Trmoleon tear up thus again 
His Country's Wounds ? | alot) 

Timol. No, I wou'd heal 'em all, 

Dry up each Tear, and ſoften ev'ry Sorrow. 
Lye. Your Judgment, noble Lords, at once deter- 
mines 8 
Your Danger, or your Safety. 

Timol. Shame, or Honour. | 5 

Lyc. Our Magiſtrates, ſome have already fallen, 
While Vengeance hangs impending o'er the reſt. - 

ins” — 1 ſhou'd we fear to dye then? no, my 

Lords, 7 | 
Life is an Infamy when Freedom's gone, | 
And Death becomes the Object of our Choice. 

Lyc. The Queſtion is nor for our Lives or Death, 
But for our Country's Happineſs or Ruin. | 
Reſiſtance but provokes the Rage of Fate. 

Prudence requires us then to own his Po w'r. 


Who can withſtand it? 'tis confirm'd fo ſtrong, 
t looks with Scorn on all Attempts to ſhake it. 


Timol. Looks it with Scorn? Yer there are Gods 
above, e And 
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And while there are, let not our Doubts provoke * 
Vengeance is theirs, and Virtue is their Care: 
Dc. The Sword unſheath'd in Wrath, no difference. 
knows, 

Bur preys alike on all. — Think on your Children, © 
Think with Compaſſion on 'em. 

Timol. Ves, my Lords. | 
Let them not bluſh at our ignoble 8 


And brand us as the Authors of their Woes. Tow ' 


Let not our Names in future Times be read 
The common Curſe, and Shame let em not ar 
That Corinth fell by a Corintbian Senate. 
Lyc. This Zeal, which, tho miſguided, much r 
honour, 
The World will think bur Envy i in Timoleon. « 
Timol. Let it - While yet my conſcious Soul 
acquits me; 6 


F«ée all can witneſs how I've lov'd this Brother. 


How {till I love him. — Bur, Timoleon's Voice 
Shall never give a Sanction to his Crimes. 
Lyc. Is this a Brother's Part? 
- Timol. Tis a Corinthian's. 
Lyc. What! to oppoſe the Senate's general Vote? 
Timol. The World's, in ſuch a Cauſe; the Cauſe of 
Freedom. 
Lyc. How ill Ambition brooks ſuperior Pow 11 


Timol. By all the Gods, and by this awful Senate, | 


If I once knew this Heart contain'd a Wiſh 
To reign an unconfin'd, a lawleſs Monarch, 
I'd rip it up, to clear it from the Stain, 
1 Sen. Timoleon, thou alone deſerv'ſt Command. 
Timol. Timoleon rather would be loy'd than fear'd. 
Lyc. Thus then, ſhall we decree? to veſt the Crown 
Firſt in Timophanes, then to deſcend | 
Where Merit next demands it to 77 W 
Timol. An Empire on the Fall of Virtue rais'd 
Can have no Charms for me. What is the Treaſure 
Our Fathers toil'd to leave us? Liberty! 
And ſhall we ſquander it away like Triflers? 
Freedom! Ir is the richeſt Gift of Heay'n, 


And 


5 


Virtus revives in lie 
Attentive to th) 
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And ſhall we ſpurn it thus? 


1 Fen. Thou Glorious Youth! © . 
and makes grey lun 
Wiſdom. of 

Lye. Neble — II 

1 Jen. aal === 

Lyc. I am huſſit ] muſt 1 
Wich Grief I ſee the Senate blindly run 
Thus to their Ruin — May the Gods avert it! 


With your Permiſſion, Lords, I wou'd retire. [Exir. 


Timol. Let not a ſetvile Fear unbend your Minds. 
I will ſtand up berwixt you and 8 
The Torrent tet; or fidk beneath its Fury. 


I bold my Life but at my Country's Call. 


I —_ Thy Counſel, noble Youth, ſhall guide our 
fate, 
O the haſt fay's us from eternal Shame, 
Pg. Let's rife, my Lords. 
1 Fen. Ves, rife with this Reſolve: 


| Th ſtand unſhaken in our Love for Corinth, 5 f 


wn 


And 


Live with our Laws, or with out Laws expire. 
[ Exeunt Sp 


m Ye honcur'd Shades, who Vhoſe Names are 


rim Boaſt! 
Hasse and Patriots, the Kenowi of u / pes 


Who liv'd wird Glory, and for freedom a 5 


Attend, inſpire, and fortify my Soul, 


That I may keep your Actions ſtill in View, 


And ſteadily * ining Path 1 
Each ſelfiſh Paffion in — Breaſt dethrone, 
E make the Caufe of Liberty my own. 


; *Y be End of the ' Second At. 
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ET Ul. SCENE 1 
SCENE A Priſon, 


Enter Dinarchus. 


50 5. curſt is Man, thro” e ev'ry Scene of 

e 1 

Our Life is one continu'd Toil * Fames 

. . we vs and raiſe a little Mole: 

That ev'ry Brute can level. In old Age, 

Hope — ev'n that too is og” us Hope! 

Vouth's beſt Prerogative — its ſmectelt Bleſſing ! 

The poor Man's Feaſt the ſick Man' 8 righeſt 
Cordial: 1 

In Youth, the Winds may blow, the hang may beat, 

Still green, ſtill gay, {till lovely does it flouriſh , 

But, nip'd in Age, it droops, it fades, and dies. L Ba 

A little yet, my Soul, and thou ſhalt leave 

This World, for Joys immortal as thy ſelf: 

With that Reflection, bear a little longer. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Me. My Lord, I come commiſſion'd from Lycander, 
With Offers of your Life, your Liberty. 
Din. Lycander / Who's \ Lycander ? What, a God! 
Thar he can giveus Life? Where is his Pow'r? 
Meſſ. Timophanes has granted him the Pow'r, 
And he will do it; by the Gods he ſwears, | 
On one Condition. | 
Din. What is this Condition? 
Meg. You have a D 
Din. Ha! 
Mes. A fair one. 
Re 2 - 
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TIMOLE. ON. 25 
Mafſ. Lycander, Sir, compaſſionates your Weakneſs, 
Your Age, your Grief, and hopes you think Ae | 
A ſlender Recompencę r 
Din. Death ! and Furies 
What, am l fall'n ſo low, to be the Spore 
Of Villains? Recompence! Torments and plagues! 


I tell thee, Ruffian O ye Immortal Pow'rs! 


Let your avenging Thunder ſpeak its Rage, 
And burſt with hideous Ruin on his Head. 
Meſſ. Lycander, Sir, wou'd grieve to be obligd 
To ſhow that Pow'r, which! 
Din. Hence! away! begone! 
Thou art below my Rage. [ Exit Me] O this e / 
Cou'd he not break my Heart, but he muſt tear 
Its Fibres by the Roots? \ 


Enter Eunelia, 


Eun. My deareſt Father! 
Din. My Child !— Inhuman Wretch! he has no 
Children. 
Had he a Child, he'd feel a Parent's Yernings, 
Wou'd know the Pangs that ſtruggle in my Heart. 


1 


How. did'ſt thou gain — 


Eun. Aſchylus. 

Has won the Jaylor, who was late his Servant, 

To give free Entrance to each Friend of yours. 
Din, And thou art come to heal wy Fs, and c_ 

My Age! 


Eun. I am. 


Din. O thou Delightful Smeemeh! 
Thou can'ſt diſpel the Horrors of this Place, 
And brighten ev'n a Dungeon. Damn'd Lycander ! 
Eun. What is't you ſtart at? 
Din. I will tell thee, Child. 
That Villain! that Lycander { 
Eun. Ha! 25 


Din. I cannot. oy 

By Heav'n I cannot. I l 
Eun. What's the Cauſe of this? 
Din. Thou art! 
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Or, if ix does, twill be a Sigh 


Fax. hes 12 aal am 1 the Cruſe? "Tg 
Din. Zune ſia, yes, thou art the — Sand, _ 
Thou art the Viktim that's requir'd to ſave mo. 7 
Eun. Am I? With Pleaſure then my Life I ewe, Po 
Nor ſhall it eoft-a' Sigh, ſince giv'n for yon. 
for you. N 1 1100 
Din. * Pow! 11 hear, and revenge my 
1 Dh i dn: 201i; ILOY 15:4 
Let your (wife Lighr'e ning dart its F ary. on him; 
Ani blaſt the Wretch, . — to infult our Woes! ! 
Eun, What is-this Grief, that's too 1 10 for Ut- 
terance? 
Din. Why, thou ſhale hear it, Child. This Dog, 
© Lycander,” | 
Has offer'd me O Heav'n's! was fuck an Offer 
Fit for a Father's Ears? he offer'd me 
My Life, my Liberty, if I would ſell _ 
Thy Innocence, thy ſpotleſs — 40 Er n 
To Infamy, and his polluting Eult. + TRA . A 
Eun. O impious ! ww 
Din. Nay, he dar'd; tho Vil dd 
To threaten Force. 0a, Er. 
Eun. Force! Juſt Gods but dad * 
That's ſtill within our Pow'r. Death can — it. 
Din. Tis true! Death can prevent it, as ſhe ſays. 
"Tis juſtly thought. Within I have a D agger, 
I've kept it fafe for wy laſt worldly Refuge, 
In ſecrer kept it. Cl,. 
Eun. Where is Ti moleon now ? Why is ne abſent? 7 
Methinks, by Sympathy, his Heart ſhould — 
Its fond, fond Partner 8 in Griefs. 


imo. Where i is Dinabitlds, where? 

Eun. My dear Timoleon! ; 5 

Timol. My Love! where is thy Father? | 

Eun. Here, within. | 5 
A Slave he is to a thouſand warring paffi 1ons; 5 
Sometimes they inward work, like ring Earth- 


quakes; 
They 


Ch 


2 


1 2 0 E O N a 

93. hen fierce, as Whirlwinds, rage and roat without! 
$ 5 is Age cannot altri it. 2 

I T7imol. O Zana: * 
ve; Po vot weep thus === yet can Ti dion your Grief 2 

Y? y Soul! Bur let me kiſs this —_— Tear. * 
D! i it is ſweeter than the Jeflamin's Dew! ; oi 
my For ev'ry Pain, each Sorrow thou haſt N ot 4 
5¹⁰1 f poſſible my Fondneſs ſhall repay thee; : 3 
A ind ev ry Thought ſhall be to find thee nne 24 
es! | 


Ut- W Dinarchus. 


. Din. I have it in reſerve. 
Jog, 77 mol. My Lord! ; | 
Din. Timoleon! | 
er Thou honour'd Youth ! by Glory 8 "Tn N ame, 
Welcome! I joy to ſee thee. 
Timol. O Dinarchus / R 
bluſh to fee thee thus! T bluſh to think | 7 
have a Brother, ſuch a Foe to Virtue. | „ 
my wa true, Temoleon — is this proper, mik 1 | 


Ns this the Setting of. a Life of Glory? | 
his loathſome Dungeon a Retreat for Age, 
* orn down in Corintb's Service? 

2 amol. No, Dinarchus. =o 
rex, Net Corinth ſuffers too; like thine, 15 Wrongs. 5 f 
Du. But ſay, Tnalean; this Timophanes, © 1 
Zit. Ils he not ſubject unto Pain as I am? 
nt? Timol. Ay, ſure, Dinarchus. 
7 Din. Muſt he not periſh too? 
| And rot into Corruption ? 
$f Timol. Certainly. - = 
Din. What will they chen avail him in the Grave? | 
is various Policies, refin'd Devices, 
His ſubtle Wit, his quick capacious Thought? 
Will they go with him to the Grave? No, no! 
by then ſhou'd he be proud? Unthinking Wretch ! 

Proud! what! of a momentary Power | | 

-th- 81 oppreſs Mankind! O trifling Vanity! 
18 he 1 he treads on, turns, as if to wk kim 
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Balm, that will heal the Wounds thy Grief has made. 
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What is our Pow'r, if on precarious Terms 


Our Friends begin to droop, while his revive, 


i TI NOL EON 
It Toon will have its Fill of Vengeance on him: f. 
Timol. Compoſe your Mind, Dinarchus. Reſt aſſur'd, + 
Your Wrongs ſhall be redreſt, and ev'ry Sorrow I 
Shall be - but huſ —— we are obſery'd—— retire, BT; 
Where I may ſafely pour into thy Ming An 


Din. Come, let us ſeek a Corner of the Dungeon Iv 
To ſooth our Sorrows, *twill befit our Bhoughts. T5 
Let proud Proſperity encircled go 3-44 F> 
With Crowds of Folly, watching ev'ry Motion; 
Unſeen, unheard, we will retire to Death; 

For no one counts the Steps of Miſery.  [Excunt. 


SCENE I. The Palace Garden. 
Enter Timophanes and Lycander. I 
Timop. Lycander, true! Blood only can ſecure 


W har Blood has gain'd; and J will wade thro' Seas, 
Thro' Seas of Blood, but I will keep my Crown. 


"Tis poorly held? — While we muſt fear its Loſs, 
Is there Enjoyment? No: Diſtruſt and Dangers 
Crowd in, and ſhuffle out our Peace of Mind. 

Lyc. Timoleon's coming puts the Whole to hazard; 
Sorrow and Joy their ſeats of Empire change; 


And thoſe who whiſper'd, ſpeak their Grief aloud. 
Timop. Ha! dare they? bo” 
De. Yes. Where-c'er he goes along, 

They hang upon his Sight; nay, ev'n old Age 

Preſſes amid the Throng, and like a Child, 

Leaps in an Ecſtacy at ſeeing him. 

-Timop. Ha! this Sedition grows; but I will cruſh it, 

Ev'n in its Infancy. Say, doſt thou know | 

Why in Diſguiſe he enter'd into Corinth ? 

Lyc. I know not; bur 'tis ſaid, it was to ſhun 
The Praiſes of the People; therefore they cry, 
He merits them the more. | 

Timop. By Heav'n! a Crown 
Can give no Luſtre when Timoleon's by: 
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He 


ar'd, 


ent. 


a5, 


"i 


rd; 


1 ity 


TY | 


He caſts'a Shade o'er ev ry Act of mine. 
' Lyc. Already has he drawn the Senare from you, 

The Prytanes, unable to reſiſt - 

The Torrent of his Eloquence, gave way, 

And baſely loſt their Duty in their Fears. 

Timop. This was thy Counſel, to depend on them. 

[ wou'd have burnt the Senate, and have choſe 

That Fire to light me to my Throne. The Cowards! 

But they ſhall feel wy Wrath.—This Way, Lycander. 
[ Exennt, 


Eater Olinthus * Eſchylus, with Swords * 


Olin. Where is this Homicide? 

Aſc. He's in the Grove. 

Olin. Thou venerable Shade * my great Father? 3 
Hover around me, till I offer up 
This Victim to thy Wrongs; then to Eli Nn 5 
And Bliſs eternal, fly. 

Aſc. Will not "Timoleon 
Condemn this Haſte, as a Diſtruſt of him? 

Olin. My Fury will deſtroy me, if delay d. 

have a Tempeſt raging in my Mind, 

he Tyrant's Blood mult lay O poor Atonement! 

et it is all— Where is this Murderer? 


Euter Timoleon. 


Timol, Wherefore thus arm'd, my Friends! What 
Danger's near? 

our Looks, your Hands chus menacing Deftrudtion? 

ho is't you ſearch for? 

Olin. Tyranny ! Opprefſion ! 

Timol. Here? | 

Olin. In the Perſon of Timophanes. 

Is he not a Tyrant? 

Timol. Ves. 

Olin. A Murderer? 

Timol. Ay! 

Olin. A treacherous Uſurper? 

Timol. True! I grant it; but— — 

Olin. But what? Gods! Shall we ſtoop beneath i ir 
- thus * e Tame, 
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The mangled Wrech, fixt to the torturing Rack, 


Quan think of Patience? Ha! How then can 1? 
Tis Mockery to a bleeding Heart like mine. „ Pulle 


> 17 O R O 
Tame, and unactive O, ingloxigus Oe ; 


Each Moment that we longer live in Bondage, A 
Brands us for Cowards—Slayes— for willing re Dj 


Widows and Orphans owe to us their Tears, 'Bw 
Matrons their Infamy, while thus we linger. [er 
If we are Men, why let us act like Men. Ga 
ſe. Olinthus, right! If we are Men! We are not; 
But Beaſts and Drudges ram'd by ae N plt 
Or we ſhou'd never bear it. . Iro 
Olin. Bear it! No! Ne 
We will not. Have we loſt our Senſe of Freedom? Co 
Are we ſo impotent of Pow'r to right us? W. 
Have we not Boſoms ſwelling with our Wrong: ? 5 
Are not our Wrongs ſufficient to excite ile! 
A Mutiny, ev'n in the Minds of Infants, | Tin 


And urge our timorous Virgins to redreſs — mL 
7imol., My Heart, like yours, akes for my Country's Ra 


Woes, . Rai 
And yerns to give her Eaſe but think a Moment, þ 
Be not too raſh—— let us not caſt away Car 


Thoſe Lives, that are che only 25 885 of n 
Our Paſſions—— 

Olin. Let 'em centre in Revenge. 
The Sun's expanded Beams are weak and faint, 36> 
But burn, and blaze, collected in a Point; 

And to this Point I all my — turn, 


My Vengeance —— _ 7 Nenn 
Timol. Thou ſhalr have it. | ARR Th 
Olin. Nay, I will. | Fro 

Not all his Friends ſhall ſave him from w Rages Of 1 

If unaffiſfted—— Be it ſo Alone 0 

I'll cut my way out to Revenge. 8 
Timol. Thro' me? ev 


Olin. Thro' all that check my Paſſage to he Tyrant T 
Aſc. Olinthus, Patience. | 
Olin. Patience! Do you think 


Amidſt convulſive Throes and Agonies, 


| Timol. Olinthas, ſtay!  OlinFrhis 


77 * 0 z EO N 


Olin. And wherefore ſhou-d we ſtay? 5 
A Mn at Eaſe, like yours, may tall of Patience | te 
ng the Philoſopher and Hero. | a 
9900 ſuffer midſt the 7 eneral Wrongs * 

at 


"& 4 Y.- 


* = 


af Tims) 2 from my Sout I piry © tees 7 - 


nr Cou'd make thee wron me thus. 


bo That alF the Henours which this World can give, = | | 


Ol. What 155 Id? | 0 
ury' Rage, Duty, Grief, Revenge, and Pity wearing, 
Raiſe up a Hurricane within my Soul, | 
hat puts out ev'ry Light of Reaſon in mo. 1 
Can you forgive me? - | de 

Timo]. Ves, and pity the. | p 
Olin. My Father! 13 
Timol. Tis a World to ſuffer i in: 
But be afſur'd, my Friend, I ſuffer with Wes, 
Thy Grief is here, it feſters i in my Boſom; 8 
] feel it all. | 
Eſc. Timoleon ! Noble Lord! | | 
Thy Country begs her Liberty of thee. YEE 
From thee ſhe ſeeks Redrefs of all her Wrongs; 
| Of thee ſhe asks her Peace} her Laws, her Altars. 
O. From thee ſhe hopes, of thee OY Re- 
venge, | 
Revenge, for all her ſlaughter'd Sons and Heroes.” 
rant. 22m. O Aſebylus Olinthus ! Friends! Belieyc me, 
\nd witneſs Jove! be witneſs ev'ry God! 
Il in Timoleon's Pow'r our Freedom lies, 
„ Let Death in its moſt ghaſtly Forms ſurround me, 
I will not take one Moment's Pauſe to think. 
Af. Thro' this embower'd Viſta view the Tyrant: 
„, Pullen and penſive iſſuing from yon Gloom. 
Oln. Irhis Way he bends his Steps. Timol. 
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Timol. Retires m 2 Friends, F WV 
Unſeen, retire ruſt all your Cares with BS. | 


They are my own. 
Olin: I truſt thee with in ny Vengeance. | Land. 
Timol. Retire with ſpee he comes e 1 
my Temper, Ty ol 
Firm as a Rock, that I may meet unrufl'd 
This bold, bad Man.— O Heay'n! | that I I how hi 
To call a Brother oY RD 


= Enter Timophanes. 


2 op. Timoleon! / 
Timol. Yes, thou mayy'ſt ſtart, 25 3 3 4 Mind 
So plung d in Guilt, is never free from F ear. 
Timop. From Fear? Of thee? 8 
Timol. Of ev'ry one thou'ſt wrong e. 
And thou haſt wrong'd thy 8 
Timop. Wrong'd thee! Ha! 
7imol. Me thou haſt wrong'd, ungrateful as thou — 
Ungrateful to thy Brother, and thy Friend! 
And oh! ungrateful to thy Country too! 
Timop. Timoleon 
Timol. Treacherous to thy Vows and Truſt? 
To inſult o'er.ev'ry Law divine and human, 
Uſurp a Power, which neither Heay* n e 
Nor Earth can bear. 1 
Timop. Hold! for thou know'ſt my Temper, . 3 
And therefore thou ſnou'dſt fear to urge it thus. 
Tho' Heav'n, tho' Earth combine, I will maintain 
The Crown I wear, and ſhew that I deſerve it. \nd 
' Timol. What is this Pow” r, whoſe Luſt enflames you ſ ſo? 7 
Is it to be a King? To range unqueſtion'd 
Throꝰ each dark Maze of Guilt, of Death, and Rapine? — 
Is't to diſſolve in Softneſs, and in Riots? * . 
Is it to reign o'er Ignorance and Vice? N 
For Wiſdom droops where Tyranny prevails. N 
Oppreſſion ever is the Grave of Virtu. | 115 
If there is one, who's form'd to be a King, Tu 
He muſt be wiſe, be merciful, and brave; 75 
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. TIMO LEON 34 
I cstudious his Country's Intereſt to know, 8 
I And active to purſue it Juſt to his Word, 
„ Courteous, familiar to his People's View, —_ 
rm. Hope of th. Oppreſt, and. Dread of the Oppreſſor. 

N 5 3 . 2 J 
his is a King; he is a Father too, 

Pre publick Father; for, where Kings ſhou'd reign, 
lire e ſeeks his Empire in the People's Hearts. 

6 Timop. Be it thy Province to amuſe thy ſelf 
With vain Diſtinctions! mine, to enjoy my Pow'r! 
Pow'r! 'tis the fav'rite Attribute of Gods, | 
ho look with Smiles on Men, who can aſpire 
o Copy them —— If there are Gods, they Smile. 
Timol. If there are Gods! — The Wretch who dares 


to doubt | _—_— 
Who Moral Good and Ill thinks empty Names, 
Lan ſee no Crimes, and therefore acts em all. 
I Timop. Timoleon, hear me! for thy own fake, heat 
me! 
\nd weigh a Brother's Love by what I offer. 
ith me thou ſhalt enjoy the Regal Pow'r; 
ith me. 3 | Of 
Timol. Hold! no more! J muſt not hear thee. 
The Man, who pauſes on his Honeſty, 
Wants little of the Villain. Cou'dſt thou think 
imoleon wou'd not ſtartle at Corruption? 
W'he impious Man, who ſells his Country's Freedom, 
akes all the Guilt of Tyranny his own. 
is are her Slaughters, her Oppreſſions his. 
Juſt Heav'n! reſerve your choiceſt Plagues for him, 
od und blaſt the Venal Wretch! 
u 0 mp. What is this Honour? 
hat is it? ' Tis a filly, vain Opinion, 
har hangs but on the Rabble's idle Breath, 


yy 


pine? 


For them we court it, yet by them 'tis ſcorn'd. 
v'n thou, ſo fond of popular Applauſe, 

ay'{t one Day find thy Services return'd 

RY ith factions Wranglings, inſolent Upbraidinge, 

Why Actions cenſur'd, and thy ſelf accus'd. 

Timo. O may I live to hail that happy Day, 


Shall 


hen Corinth, freed by her Timoleon's Means, 
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Shall dare, ev'n by the loweſt of her Sons 
T'accuſe, condemn, and puniſh her Reſtorer, 1 
If willingly he ſtrays from Virtuc's Laws! He 
Timop. Stupid and vain! „ 
ls this th Way to Glory, and to Fame? = By 
 .'Timol. Heav'n judge me, if Pm covetous of Glory! 
Of any, but reſtoring to Mankind | 
Their Laws, their Freedom! —— What i is Fame, or TI 
Grandeur? | | 
If Honour muſt be the Ignoble Barter? 4 * a 
Know, that Timoleon thinks it nobler far rt c 
To raiſe declining Virtue, and ſupport 
A ſinking State, than hold a World in Chains. 
Timop. No more — If Safety be thy Choice, nc 
Wore... 
Timol. Safety! Iſcorn the mean, inglorious Thought, 
No, in the Name of Liberty I ſtand, 
A Foe to Tyrants. 
Timop. And a Foe to me? 
Timol. 'To thee! O, no! Timophanes « I d fave thee D 


If poſſible, wou'd fave thee. 8 
Timop. No, tis falſe. | a V 
Thou Traytor! | A 


Timol. Raſh! abuſive Man! 
Vain is thy Anger, for it ſtirs not me; 
Unconſcious of thy Charge, unmov'd I hear it. 

Timop. Becaule thou haſt not Spirit to reſent it, 

Coward as thou art. 
Timo. This cannot move Timoleon. 
Theſe are not Injuries, while Corinth ſuffers, 
Coward! remember —— But 85 not reproach thee, 
Thou art — | 

Zimop. What? {els 

Timol. My 1 7 

Timop. Tis falſe, J am not. 
The Kindred I diſown, with Scorn chf 
Henceforth I will eſteem thee as a Slave. 

Timol. Vet hear wy "oy by Hoay' * . you wou 

a ſave thee. p 
 Timop, Away! © 2 . ee 
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7imol. Ruin hangs nodding o'er thy Head. 
Thy Fate's ſuſpended but at my Requeſt. 
Timop. At thy Requeſt? 
 Timol. At mine Revenge purſues thee, 

Here it purſu'd thee. | 
ory'l Timop. Ha! who were the Ruffians? _ - 
- | 7imol. What Action of my Life has been ſo baſe, 
or ¶ That thou ſhou'dft think I wou'd betray my Friends? 
Timop. Thy Friends? 15 | 
Timol. Yes, mine; Mine and my Country's Friends. 
Timop. Diſſembier ! — This thy Friendſhip! _— 
„„ de, TREE 
Timol. Timophanes, I leave thee to thy Choice; 
„ NolAnd think, O think! thou haſt not long to chuſe, 
Thy Death, or Life, thy Infamy, or Honour. [ Exit. 
Timop. Ha! what! am I a King, and menac'd thus? 
ho are theſe lurking Traytors?—— Bur no matter. 
et 'em Conſpire; I'll meet em like my ſelf. 

Since they dare murmur ; like an Angry God, 
Dreadful I'll riſe, and bow em to my Nod, 

Singly will ſtand the Atlas of the State, 8 


* 


ught 


thee 


With Mind intrepid, ſcornful of their Hate, 
Aſſert my Throne, and dare oppoſing Fate. 


The End of the Third Af, 
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AST V. SCENE i. 
An Apartment in the Palace of Timophane: 


Enter Cleone, 


HERE ſhall Tfly ? that I cou'd fly m ſelf A 
N Where find a lonely Gloom to 1 e m 
2 Sorrows, B. 
5 Dark as the Grave! O were it too as 
n What! muſt I live to be the branded ar T] 
For Scorn's reproachful Finger! O the Tyrant ! l— LW 
Gods, let him think like me, and be unhappy ! 
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Enter Olinthus diſguis'd. Iv. | 

Olin. Thus far I've reach'd unſeen now 125 4 i 

| Task; 0 
Give me but Vengeance, Jove, I ask no more. 


Clo. What Noiſe is that? Each Whiſper that I het = 
Sounds forth, methinks, my Shame. ( 
Olin. W hat's here? a Woman? ? Ti 
With Hair diſhevell'd, and a Dreſs dilorder'd! ? 
Cleo. Again that Noiſe ? Is there another Villain ? 
Olin. An, Image of Diſtreſs ſhe feems. W ho art thou 
Turn, ſpeak, * am not a Timophanes. 
Cleo. Oh! a, R 1 & i 
Olin. Is. there ought that can wage thy orroWy 1 
| What do I ſee? Clone? - 
' | . _— 
b Cleo. Ha!. 5 0 , | C 
11 Olin. My Siſter! 7 
| Why doſt on ſtart ? why thus avoid my Sight. 7 
WH Jam thy Brother Come into my Arms. 0 
(4184 Why doſt thou tremble ſo? canſt thou not ſpeak ? 
. W hiſper thy Grief or ist too great to utter 1 
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Thy ſtreaming Eyes declare too much. Ha! ſay! 
The Tyrant has not dar'd to wound thy Honour! 
Thou ſink'ſt into my Arms. Ya! he has! 
Blaſt lan avenging Jove / | 
oo 2, ae Timophanes. 

Timop. So cloſe! 'Tis well. 
Madam, I ſee tis not a King can pleaſe you. 
Vou have your Slaves. 
Olin. Ha! what! Timophanes / 
Cleo, O hide me from his Sight ! 
Timop. Slave! know'ſt thou not thy King? 
Olin. A King! tis true. 


4 And this thy Glory, theſe thy Triumphs, Tyrant! 
a 


Timop. Who waits there? - — Attendants. 
Bear him to Death. 

Olin. No, thus, 
Thus do I fly to Death. — Curſe on my Fate! 
What! dye without Revenge? 

Cleo. O Heav'ns! | 

Timop. Away! _ 
Diſpatch him hence! 

Cleo. O ſtay! 

Timop. What! for a Sed - 
Shun me for him! my Love has wing'd its Aight 


At fight of this ——and thou art now my Scorn. 


Cleo. O had I ever been ſo! but, thou Tyrant! 
'Tis Heav'n alone can puniſh Crimes like thine. 

Olin. Why doſt thou dally ? Death is not ſo dreadful, 
As is thy Sight. 

Timop. Away with him. . 

Cleo. Oh! hold! 

Olin. Why doſt thou ſue, Cleone Life's a trifle, 
IT d ſooner quit, than hold a Gift from hin 

Timop. Villains! 

Cleo. My Brother! g 


Timop. Thine ! 


Cleo. Mine ! my Olinthus / 
Olin. And thy ſworn Foc. 


D; Timopy 
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 Timop. No matter; be my Foe. I. 
Obſerve, Cleone, what my Love can do. 1 
That Life his Arrogance has forfeited 1 A 
I give to thee — do thou but ſmile Forgiveneſs. 

Olin. Cleone, no! wrong not thy Honour thus! 

Make not my Life a Barter for his Pardon: 

Hate him to Death as I do, to Deſtruction | 
Zimop. Preſumptuous Boy! dare not to urge me. 
Olin. Dare not! IB. 

Tho? all thy kindred Furies ſtood 1e thee, M 


And bad me Peace BVW 

Timop. I charge thee on thy Life! As 
Olin. O for a Voice, loud as th' Eternal's Thunder, 80 
To make the World reſound, than art a Tyrant, I. 
A Robber! Homicide! 85 - 

Timop. Seize him again ! " 8 
Such Inſolence 'tis Cowardice to brook. | | * 


Cleo. My Fear and Anger combat in my Breaſt, In 
For Conqueſt of me. 1 
Timop. What ſays Cleone? 
Thy Smile or Frown decides his Life or Death. 
Cleo. What can I ſay? how form my Speech wag 
My Paſſions riſe impatient for a vent. 
Timop. W hy then away with him. 
Cleo. O ſpare my Brother! 
Timop. That lovely Look ! it melts my Anger down, 
And tames me to her Wiſh ; ir ſhall be ſo. 
Remove him hence, ſecure him 'till the Morn, 
And with Reſpect attend him. 
Olin. Tyrant! 
Cleo. Peace ! . 
Olinthus, Peace! tempt not again his Wrath. 
To-morrow may ſecure thy Life and Vengeance. 
Olin. Tis true. Be ſtill, my Soul fare wel, Cleons. 
Zimop. Now my fair Enemy, can'ſt thou forgives 
And willing yield to revel in Delight? 
But *till the Morn I leave thee to determine 
Thy Brother's Doom, his Happineſs and thine. | Exit. 
Cleo. My Happineſs ! It muſt be in the Grave! 
Few I may ſhut out TR forget my Reaſon. 
A Reaſon, 


* 


Reaſon, thou art my Curſe — my Choice be Madneſs. 
It fancies Pleaſures beyond Reaſon's reach, | | 
And is inſenſible of Pain like mine. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. The Prijor. 
5 | Enter Dinarchus. 


Din. Furies and Torments! how they follow me! 
But ſtay! there's nothing ——'twas my erring Fancy. 
My Senſes, with my Foes, conſpire to abuſe me. 
Who, who wou'd bear a Being on ſuch Terms, | 
As only make it wretched ? — Whar's this dying? 
It may be — no — perhaps it is not that: 

Is it to gait our Thought? O! if it is, 

Tis Bliſs ſufficient, when each Thought's a Pain. 
Why then ſhou'd Mortals ſtartle thus at Death? 
Gloomy indeed at the firſt View it looks, 

And black with Horror like a diſtant Wood; 


But, enter'd once, it opens to new Scenes 


Of Joys untaſted, unimagin'd Pleaſures : 
And this can ſhew the Way. _ [| Holds up a Dagger. 


Enter Euneſia. 
Eun. My deareſt Father ! 


What! arm'd againſt your Life? 


leone. 
4 cg 
Exit. 


ſon. 
aſon, 


Din. Away! away!  _ 
Why wou'dit thou have me linger thus in Torments ? 
Perpetual Pain is a perpetual Dying 
Better to dye at once then. 
Eun. O my Father! 
If your own Life you think not worth your Care, 
What ſhall, What can your poor Euneſia do, 
When you are gone? 
Din. O what indeed! — My Heart! 
Wo't thou ſtill hold? 
Eun. Give me your Dagger, Sir. 
Din. Vet when I'm dead, your Sufferings may ceaſe. 
es, yes, they will; 'tis me alone they hate, 
T am the only Cauſe of your Oppreſſion, 
And this ſhall end it. [ Offers to ftirike. 
0 = FR an. 
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Eun. Hear me! yet hearme. | 
Suppole Lycander, Sir, when you ate dead = 

Din. Ha! what! 3 
Eun. Shou'd ſeize me. FER 
Din. Let the Villain periſh. 5 

Aence with the Thought of Death: I'll live to guard 

thee. , [Throws away the Dagger. 

Eu. Yes, live, my Father, live; and hope for Joys. 
Some unexpected Bleſſing yet may come _ 

To ſooth your Cares, and charm your Soul to Reſt. 
Din. Strictly I've ſearch'd each Corner of my Mind, 
Vet cannot find one Gleam of Light within, | 
Bur all is dark dark—dark — and. loft in Horror, 

Eun. This Sorrow fits too heavy on your Spirits, 
It weighs 'em down - O ſtrive to throw it off 

Din. I do, Euneſia — Yes, I do, my Child; 

J chide it from me but it clings the cloſer : 

J reaſon with'r, but Reaſon is too weak; 

In vain I ſeek to force it from my Thoughts, 

For like my Shadow it purſuès me ſtill. 

A Shadow do I ſay? — O that it were! 

That it were but a Shadow! —— but tis real, 

Ir is ſubſtantial Grief tis in my Heart, 

"Tis fixt, *tis rooted here here tis diſtracting 
Eun. O do not, do not talk thus: think of Comfort! 
Din. And is it to be found in Thinking, then? 

Ohno! my Mind has rang'd from Thought to Thought, 

From Place to Place, to ſeek it —— but in vain, 

At length it came unto the Court of Death. 

In ſullen Majeſty the Horror far, 

Surrounded by a Croud of buſy Courtiers; 

Pain, Sickneſs, Frenzy, and ten thouſand Cares, 

Dreadful he lookt, yet dreadful ſmiPd on me. 

He ſmil'd, and ſent his Miniſter Deſpair 
To tempt me in, with Promiſe of Relief. 

Eun. Ye gracious Pow'rs! ye Guardians of the Juſt! 
Attend a Virgin's and a Daughter's Pray'r! 
O ſhow'r your Bleſſings on my Farher's Head, 
Infuſe your Peace into his troubled Soul, 

And let me be unhappy I can bear it. 
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TT MOL EON TY 
„Tm old, 


Dis. T'll in, and pray. Conſidet, God 
Old, old, and weak — I am unfit to bear. | 
Lay me down gently in Mortality, 
Forgetting and forgot. 5 

Eun, My trembling Heart! 2 45 
'Tis cold, and ſick' ning with unuſual Fears: 
And tho” I bray'd it ſo before my Father, 


And check'd my Sorrows z now, like troubled Waters, 


Impatient of their Bounds, they riſe, they ſwell, 

Bear down the Banks, and deluge all around. 

Ha! who is this! Protect me, fave me, Heav'n! 
Enter Lycander. _T 


Eye. Why does the lovelieſt of her Sex retire 
To Solitude, the Nurſery of Grief, 
Shrouding her Brightneſs in Obſcurity ? 


What is the Cauſe of theſe inceſſant Tears? 


Eun. The Cauſe! I have ſufficient for a Flood, 
Eternal Cauſe ro weep, when my poor Father 
Is made a Prey to Violence and Rapine. 
Lyc. Y our Breaſt, Eanefia, is too full of Sorrows, 


That with their chilling Damps contract your Heart. 


Nay, do not weep. Vet lovely are thy Tears! 

Come, let me lead thee then where Joys ſhall court thee, 
W here Joys in circling Orbs ſhall play around thee. 
Each With thy rich luxuriant Fancy forms | 


Shall be thy own-— thy Father ſhall be free, 


And thou to ſuch a ſtate of Splendor rais'd, 
That Morrtals ſhall forget where they ſhou'd bow, 
And pay their Vows to thee. | 
Eun. Away! no more! 1 
My Soul deſires not ſuch an envy'd Height. 
Lyc. Cruel Eunefia! ſhun'ſt thou thus my Sight! 
Permit me but to ſigh my Soul before thee. 
Will you not turn? O turn! yet frown not on me. 


me. | 

W here-e'er you look, you brighten all around 
When: e' er you talk —— how raviſhing the Muſick! 
Each Heater liſtens, gazes, pants with Raptures. 


Will you not ſpeak? —— yes, ſpeak, but do not chide 
| 25 
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42 TIMOLE ON 
Eun. To me, there is no Muſick in ſuch Praiſez . 

"Tis Flattery all, the Fool's Delight and Ruin. 

If ought can add new Horror to your Love, 


Ti that; but know, they are alike my Scorn. 8 
' Lyc. Scorn but uſurps that Face, too fair a Seat 


For ought but ſmiling Love. Love triumphs there, 


O let it triumph in thy Heart roo. Come, 
Thou haſt thy Wiſhes, in thy Cheeks they glow, 


They ſwell thy Lips, and ſparkle in thy Eyes. 


- 


Eun. Inſolent Monſter! 

Lyc. J am all on Fire; „ 5 a 
Each Look, each Touch enflames me; what muſt then, 
What muſt Enjoyment do? O rapt'rous Thought! 
Come, let us fy to ſome delightful Scene, 


Shut out all Cares, and ev'ry thing — but Love. 


We'll give a Looſe to Love, till Fancy faint, 
And each Defire is full till we diſſolve _ 
In Ecftacies, beyond the Stretch of Thought. 
Eun. Baſe and ignoble, ro inſult me thus! 
To wrong that Chaſtity you ſha'not wound, 
With Words, that Modeſty muſt bluſh to hear. 
LDyc. Hence with this Nicenels ! 
Eun. Sooner with my Life. 
De. Come, you muſt yield; nay, *tis in vain you 
ſtruggle, | 
It is not in thy Power. | * 
Euu. It is, to dye. | [Takes up the Dagger. 
Dc. What means that Dagger? What is thy Intent? 
Eun. To plunge it in this Breaſt, and at a Blow 
Prevent thy Violence, and aſſert my Fame. 
Lyc. Thou dar'ſt not dye. 
Eun. Not if I had thy Crimes. | 
Bur Virtue, when diſtreſs'd, can ſmile at Death, 
And, as a Friend, embrace it. 
Lyc. Come, tis Folly; 
Peryerſeneſs all. | 
Eun. Touch me not, or I ſwear 


| By Pallas! by my Father's Wrongs, I ſwear, 


The Inſtant thou purſu'ſt thy Inſolence, 
To ſtrike it to my Heart. Yes, thou ſhalt find 
: Women, 


Mo OWOA tt ii.ucam.y 1 


RT 980 
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er. 
It? 


en, 


Women, when arm'd with Virtue, know no Fear; 
But Guilt, or Shame. — Dangers, or Death they meet, 
With Minds more firm than impious Men like thee. © 
Lyc. — 1 then, to try thy boaſted Strength of 
Mind, | E 


' Unleſs thou ſeal my Love with inſtant Pleaſure, 


Thy Father — | 
Eun, Ha! _ 
Lyc. Nay, do not ſtart; tis fixt. 
Thou ſoon ſhalt ſee him trembling on a Scaffold, 
Ready to fall beneath a Villain's Hane. 
Yes, thou may'ſt ſhudder, for 'tis fixt as Fate. 
Thou foon ſhalt hear him in the Pangs of Death, 
Amidſt his Torments, hear him call on thee, | 
Groaning in Anguiſh, My ungrateful Child! 
Then ſhalt thou ſee his hoary Head diſſever'd, 
His Body tumble quivering on the Ground, 
So worn with Ape, it cannot leap for Life. 
Alas! ſhe faints. — 1 + 
How ſweet her Breath! Sweet as Arabian Gales, 
That catch the Odours of the Fields they fan. 
Ha! Yes! Ir ſhall be fo, —- Who waits there? Pheron! 


Enter Attendants. 


Convey her gently off. — Huſh! make no Noiſe. 
Convey her off unſeen, to my Apartment; | 
The Night will favour you. — So, gently, gently. 

| [ They bear ber off. 


How my Heart bounds! while Love, Defire and Hope, 


In buſy ſportive Dalliance play around it. Exit. 


Enter Æſchylus, and Jaylor. 


Aſc. Carry'd away! by whom? 
Fay. Lycander, Sir. 
ſc. Lycander ! When? 
Fay. But now; this very Inſtant. 
You know his Power. 5 
A/c. Curſe on his Power, and him! 
Where is Dinarchus? Knows he ought of this? 
Jay. No, Sir; he is within, — No, here he comes. 
E | 22 
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0 Aſe. How ſad! how mournful! how depreſs'd he 
A ſullen Gloom hangs low'ring on his Brow, - 
And ſeems the Entrance to the dreadful Cave, 


Where Care and Sorrow dwell. [Exit Faylor. 


3 Enter Dinarchus. | 
Din. T'll think again. KLE oy 
Where is my Child! my Daughter? A/chylus / 
How ſhall 1 bid thee welcome to a Place =) 
Where Joy yet never enter'd? to a Place | 
Where Horrors only reign ?— Groans are our Muſick, 
And Sorrows our Companions. Where's my Child? 
. .- : „ 
Din. Ves. What is the Matter? Tell me. 
Malice, I thought, had run her greateſt Length, 
Tir'd with purſuing ſuch a Wretch as I am. 
Ha! thy Lips ſhake! Grief rolls about thy Eyes, 
Thy Breaſt too ſwells, and labours with ſome Sorrow z 
O quick unlade and tell me! Is my Daughter — 
Aſc. Your Daughter! - 


* 


Din. Ha! Death firs upon thy Lips. 
And tells me what I dread; tis on thy Tongue; 
Bur ſay not ſhe is dead. | 
Aſc. My Friend, ſhe is nor. F pe A 
Din. 1 thank the Gods for that = Where is ſhe 
then? | e 
2 She's gone. 
Din. With whom? | 
Aſc. Lycander bore her off, 5 
Unſeen, unheard, by any but the Jaylor. 
O Heav'n, diſplay thy awful Vengeance on him! 
Eternal Darkneſs ſtrike upon his Eyes, 
And Horror on his Mind. O let him live 
Beſet with Poverty, with Shame, and Terror. 
Din. It may be ſo. s 8 LVilahj. 
Aſc. He hears not. | | | | 
Din. So they ſay. TE. 
A Wildly he ſpeaks, and looks transfix'd with 
Horror. 5 5 g 
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His Age muſt fink beneath a Shock like this. 
Who waits there? Help to bear him gently in; 
„ Foe. 8 
Din. Ha! Who art thou? Lycander ! Ves, tis he; 
How like a Corgon / — How he chills my Blood 
Villain! — Ha! — Yes, — I'll kill bim at a Blow. 
Look! he approaches me: Who holds me thus? 
Nay, do not ſtare; — thou ſha'not have my Daughter 
See! he grins at me. — O, my Heart! my Heart! 
+  _ | Sinks into Æſchylus's Arms. 
Z/c. He's ſpent with Paſſion; bear him gently in, 
Reſt may reſtore his Mind. In Sleep, perhaps, 


He for a while may lay his Burden down. [ Exeunt, | 


SCENE Ill. Ar Apartment in the Pa- 

ace of Timoleon, Darken'd. A Table with 

WWA 

7 | Enter Timoleon. | | 

Timol. There is no middle way. I muſt ſubmit 

To ſee my Country fink beneath Oppreſſion, | 
Or end it by a Brother's. Blood. Hard Fate! 


Thou Fiend, Ambition! what Extremitics 
Thou driv'ſt me to! | 


Euter Servant, with a Leiter. 


o 


15 Serv. From Demariſte, Sir. 


Timol. My Mother! Scarce two Hours ago I left her. 
What are her Orders at this Dead of N 10 t? 
What buſy Cares intrude thus on her Reſt? 

Serv. Her Letter will inform you, Sir; I cannot. 


But when ſhe gave it me, ſhe ſigh'd, ſhe trembled, 


And was all o'er an Agony. 
 Timol. Juſt Heav'n, | 
Preſerve my Mother! How is this? Retire. 


Good Gods! But tay, here's more! — If you deſign 


* Againſt your Brother's Life, you ſtrike at mine; 
* I baniſh you that Moment from my Sight 
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Thou Light Eternal! guide me by thy Rays, 


I will not truſt it to another's Hand. 
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cc For ever: And may all the Gods concur © © 
« With me to curſe you. Wretched Timoleon ! - 
Curs'd by my Mother! Which way ſhall I turn? 
Heart-racking Thought! Never to ſee her more! 
What ſhall I do? Nature works ſtrongly in me, © 
While Virtue, and my Country, bid me ſtrike. 
Liften then to thy Country, and the Voice 

Of Virtue — but — do I not ſtrike a Mother? 

I cannot bear a Thought of wounding her; 

Or ey'n her Peace. O thou un-erring Mind! 


— 1 


5 — PE. 


Point out a Path, to lead me thro' this Maze, 
Leſt I ſhould blindly err from Virtue's Ways. 
r SR Exit. 
Enter Timophanes, ſpeaking to Attendants. 


Timop. So; wait without. — But hold Pheron, 
attend me £525 
To-morrow, with your Friends: Now, where's this 
Brother? | a EY | 
Not here! Retir'd to Sleep! It ſhall be ſo. [ Draws. 


The Stillneſs, Darkneſs, both conſpire to urge me. 
The Seaſon this for Murders ! 1 
Revenge! be thou my Goddeſs, ſteel my Heart, T 


And guide my Hand to Actions worthy thee ! 


Amazement !. Whence that Voice? Beware, it cry'd. 

No body ſees me, hears me. Where that Voice then? R 

Or, was there one? No; 'twas Illuſion all! | 

Why do I linger thus? Again! Beware! 

By Hell! I heard it plain. Tis no Illuſion. 

Vet here is no one, that can ſee, or know | 

The Purpoſe of my Mind. — What can this mean? 

No matter what —— I was not born to fear. 
mo | [ Going, ſtarts back. W 

J hear it yet. — Hollow, and dire the Sound. 

As Winds thro* Caverns ruſhing: Whence this 

Mock'ry? £ 

Can Fancy {for it is no more) can Fancy h 

Curdle my Blood thus? If I tarry longer, 
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I ſhall be ſoften'd to a Child. But, Ha! | 

What means this Trembling of my Limbs! O Horrur ! 

[ 4s he is going, the Ghoſt of bis Father * 
before him. 

Ghoſt. Beware, Beware, Beware 27 moleon's Death. 
Hear, mark, and tremble at thy future Fate. | 
Vengeance awaits thee tis thy Father tells thee : 
Hear, and attend me. — O, my Son! —— 
Repent, or ſoon thou wilt be doom'd to Torments, 
To endleſs Torments, never-ceaſing Pains. 

I may no more. Redreſs chy Country's Wrongs. 2 
Obſerve, Repent, Redrels. 


Enter Timoleon with a Light, and Sword drawn. - 


Timol. What Noiſe is this? 
How! What! Timophanes/ my Brother Beet | 
Why are os Eyes thus fix'd? What means this Po- 
re 
Thou look'ſt a very Statue of Surprize, 
As if a Light'ning Blaſt had dry'd thee up, 
And had not left thee Moiſture for a Tear. 
Say! why is this? what is it thus thou look'ſt on? 
Timop. Shroud me in Darkneſs from that guy 
Horror, 
Thar ghaſtly Sight! 
Timol. Where! What Sight do you mean? 
Timop. Start from your Orbs, my Eyes, forget to ſee, 
Rather than ſee ſuch Terrors. : 
Timol. What Terrors? 
Zimop. View him ! 
Timol. Ha! 
Timop. See! 
Timol. Whom? 
Timop. Look where the Phantom ſtands, 
With hollow Eyes, and— Do not, do not look thus. 
[ Gboſt diſappears. 
What means 


Limol. There's nothing I can ſee. 

all this? 
This Viſit! and ſo late! A Sword too! Drawn! 
And on the Ground ! Tis fo, I ſee it now! 
Timop. Muſt the Dead riſe to ſhake Timophanes "= 
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The Man who riſes on his Country's Ruin, 


A Mind fatigu'd, and ſpent, may yield a little, 
To ſee 'em ſmile, and bleſs you for the Cauſe; 


I reign, and they, like Slaves, ſhall live for me. 


The publick Hatred, and the publick Fear? 


— Ia 
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The Living cannot W hat! Timoleon here! | 
' Timol. Truſt me, Timophanes, theſe Frights, theſe Igu 
Terror, r e 
Are all the Attendants on Uſurpers Thrones. | 


Lives in a Croud of Foes, himſelf the Chief: y 
In vain his Power, in vain his Pomp and Pleaſuresz ill ©; 
His guilty Thoughts, thoſe Tyrants of the Soul, c 
Steal in unſeen, and ſtab him in his Triumphs. 
Wretched, diſtracting State ! when ev'ry Object 7 
Strikes him with Horror, ev'ry Thought with Fear. 
Timop. What doſt thou talk of Fear? Tis not in 


Morrtals 2 
To make me fear. = 15 * 
Timol. Nor yet in Shadows? THEE 7 
Timop. No. 4 


But when reſolv'd like mine, cannot be conquer'd. ha 

Zimol. Think yet, and bleſs the Gods for theſe their No; 

Warnings 6 | | 
Think what it is to make a People happy, 


To ſee em bleſs'd, and owe their Bliſs to you: 

W hat Glory ! what Renown! | 
Timop. Their Happineſs 

Is not my Thought, or Care: No! for my ſelf 


Timol. And who would reign, on the mean Terms 


of being : 


If thou art deaf to a whole Nation's Cries, 

If deaf to Honour, and the Call of Virtue, 

Yer think, and dread the Anger of a People, 

Who fir'd by Wrongs, and by Deſpair provok'd, 

May rouze to Freedom, when a Leader calls. 

W hen once broke looſe, their Fury knows no Bounds, 

But like an Hurricane reſiſtleſs rages, , 

Sweeps all away, and ſpreads a Waſte around. 
Timop. The People's Fury, as their Love, I ſcorn. 

Keep thy Advice, | ask it not, nor need it. 
Timol. Why then this Viſit in the Dead of . 
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Irhy Sword too drawn? Thou ſee'ſt I know thy Pur- 
3 oſe, 2 | | 
heſe Igut know thou too, Timoleon can forgive it. 
Timop. Forgiveneſs! and from thee! 
Timol. Why not from me? 
ho wrongs another, makes him his Superior, 
By giving him the Pow'r to pardon. 


mop. Ha! 3 ä 
Timol. Could'ſt thou e'er think, the Providence, I 
truſt in, * 
/ ould not protect me? Yes, Timophanes, 
ar. ere the uplifred Dagger pointed at me, | 
Ct in While I revere the Gods, the Gods will guard me, 


wert the Blow, and turn it on th' Aſſaſſin. 
lere, take thy Sword, and learn to uſe it better. 
Timop. Thus then I uſe it. Stand on thy Defence: 
hus I maintain the Power J have aſſum'd; 
or Empire and my Crown, aſſur'd I ſtand; 
» That's the Diſpute; be this my Argument, 
heir Now, if I ſhrink for Fear, I am indeed 
| nworthy of a Soldier's Name, like thee, 
hom ev'ry Tear can ſoften into Weaknels. 
Þ Zimol. If Pity on the Wrongs the Injur'd ſuffer 
ze term'd a Weakneſs, be it mine; for know 
glory in it, none but Cowards ſcorn it. 
Timop. Co wards! os 
Timol. Ay, Cowards. The Brave are ever tender, 
Ind feel the Miſeries of ſuffering Virtue. | 
rms Timop. Away, 'tis Fear; thy Soul is Woman all, 
nd ſhudders at the very Thought of Dangers. 
Timol. Dangers ! Pve ſeen them in their uglieſt Forms, 
ave ſeen them unappall'd; I have purſu'd them 
hro' hoſtile Ranks, where Death alone would follow. 
nou knoweſt I have: bur this is boaſting. 
Zimop. True, 5 | . 
PFis only boaſting, for thou dar'ſt not 
nds, Timol. What! . „ 
I 7imop. Thou dar'ſt not juſtify thy foul Reproach. 
imo. Dare not! 
n. Timop. No, if thou doſt, come on. I hate 


his Female Tongue-War, and will end it thus. 
E 5 Timol. 
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Timol. Away, raſh Madman! | o b 
I wo'not kill thee, tho? thou art ungrateful,/ 53 Th 
Timop. Come on. EE <4 N 
Timol. Hold yet. | | Air 
Timop. Art thou a Man? 9 wn 


Timol, T am. ; 7; 

Have Paſſions too, tis dang' rous to to provoke! £40 
Timop. Thou, thou! 'tis falſe. 

Timol. I feel them riſe within, 

And ſtruggle for a Looſe. Down, down, ye Fiend; 
Timop. Thou cold, deliberate Traitor! 
Zimol. Ha! no more. 


Timop. Ves, this whe 
Timol. Forbear | wr 
Timop. Thou art —— *'_ 5 4 
Timol. By Jove the Thund'rer, = dn 
Another Word, and Fate obeys the Gall. 
Timop. Thou Villain then! | Ip on 
Tims! 'Tis ſaid, and thus I anſwer. ; h 
: [ They foe bt. Timoleon diſarms Timophane 4, 
Timop. Confution! Rage! Diſarm'd! "ie 
Timol. Thou art difarm'd, r 
Heav'n is againſt thee, tis to Heav'n I owe it. ey 
What hinders now but that at once l finiſh * 
Corinth's Oppreſſion, and thy 1 88 0 * F 
Timop. Do it, and talk not. T 
Timol. Does not Virtue bid it? 7 
Do not my bleeding Country's ee Fro mom it? 
Do not the crying Orphans, fighing Widows, A 


And ſorrowing Mothers? — Mothers! ha! my Motbe 
She, only ſhe forbids. [ 4j 
Timop. Why this Delay? 

Thou long'ſt to ſee me dead, then take thy Wiſh. 

Timol. No, on my Soul I do not.— O my Broth 
Heav'n knows, that, with the Hazard of my own, 
Thy Life I'd fave, if Virtue would allow it. 
Here, take thy Sword ; thy Attempt upon my Life 
Is from this Hour forgot. 

Timop. What's this I feel? 
Is it Remorſe?——— No, tis not that; but Scorn 
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o be oblig'd— I cannot bear the Thought. [4/ide. 
Timol. Once more, Timopbhanes, let me intreat, 
By all the Friendſhip of our youthful Years, 
By all the Dangers hanging o'er thy Head, 
hink of the Crown unjuſtly thus uſurp'd, 
Think and reſign it, and with that thy Shame. g 
Timop. No more of that, it ruffles me too much, 
ntunes my Soul, and makes it Diſcord. 
Timol. Hear me, | 
et hear me. 1 
Timop. No. 
Timol. I beg thee, I conjure thee. | 
Timop. My Rage, that's juſt extingyiſh'd like a Lamp, 
indles anew at the Approach of Fire, ks. 
nd burſts into a Flame. I muſt be gone. 
[ leave thee then to moralize at Leiſure. 
SLE 95 Exit Timophanes. 
Timol. He's gone! — he's loſt! Corinth or he mult 
bleed; So 5 | 
hen he is doom'd. My Country muſt be fafe. 
orinth, | come. — Thy Wrongs at length have fix'd me. 
Nature, lie ſtill a while within my Breaſt | 
ind thou, Seducer of a Mind reſolv'd, 
ompaſſion! hence! thou ſhalt no more enſlave me: 
y Country claims me all, claims ev'ry Paſſion, 
Her Liberty henceforth be all my Thought! | 
Tho“ with a Brother's Life, yet cheaply Bought: | 
For her my own I'd willingly reſign, | | 
And ſay with Tranſport, that the Gain were mine. 


hane 


it? 
[othe | | | 
. Endof the fourth Af. 
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SCENE continues. — 
: or C 


Enter Timoleon- 


Mother's Fate depends on this; the tells u 
That on the Verge of Lite ſhe tremblit 


92 — ſtands, ; Fo 5 a y 
Ready to plunge into Eternity. IG 
gut then my Country! ſhe's a Parent too tl 

ſee Deſtruction preying on her? he p 

See Luſt and Rapine wanton in her Ruin? Tim 
See it unmov'd ! No, be thy ſelf, my Soul. Aſc 


Let not the Voice of Nature charm thy Virtue, Tim 
Bur ſtand up boldly to the Front of Pow'r, ua 
And ſtrike Oppreſſion dead; Corinth demands it. Aſe 


Time 

Enter Orthagoras. Haste 

Ort. Timoleon, riſe to ſave us and thy Country. Ind ar 
Fate is at work, the Tyrant's Friends are buſy, id thi 
W hiſpering they meet, and threaten with their Smil bear . 
They (mile but to deſtroy. here 
Timol. We will prevent them. priv 
et us 


Timophanes remov'd, we cruſh the Faction; | 
The Head once lopt, the Limbs will ceaſe to move. lis Sm 


Enter Æſchylus. ahe- 


Aſc. Timoleon, riſe; aſſert our Liberty, CE 
That Liberty, which with ſuch ardent Zeal | 
Our Patriots have maintain'd for this they fought 
For this they bled, and this we poorly loſe 
Gaſping it lies, and ſues to thee for Life. 

mel. Sues it to me! I'll ſave it, tho' I periſh, Bra 


lett 
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TA | Aſcbylus ! Orthagoras ! believe me, 
Sy Soul akes for this Brother he muſt fall. 
dW 2 8 Moment Fortune ſhoots her poiſon'd 
afts, | 
oints them at thee.— Muſt I encreaſe thy Sorrows ? 
Timol. What is it? Speak, if it affects my Country, 
» much I'm hers, her Sorrows all are mine: 
me alone, why ſpeak, and I will bear ic 
5 2 Corinthian, who ſhould only mourn 
or Corinth's Miſeries, for Corinth's Ruin. 
Aſc.” Euneſia ! . 
7imol. What of her? Speak on, I beg thee, 
y Spirits flutter at that dear lov'd Name, 
eady to take their Flight, if ſhe's in Pain. 
_ While ſoothing with her Smiles her aged Fa- 
ther, | 
he pious Fair was torn away 
Timol. By whom? = 
Miſc. Lycander. 
Timol. Ha! Lycander / righteous Gods! 
ut whither? know'ſt thou? 5 
ſc. To the Tyrant's Palace. 
Timol. I'll fly to reſcue her. In the mean Time, 
aſte hence, my A/chylus, rouze up our Friends, 
Ind animate their Souls with Hopes of Freedom. 
id them be ready to aſſert their Laws, 
Jmil@beir Liberty. Then meet us at the Temple. 
here you, Orthagoras, go, firſt prepare 
private Sacrifice to Jove ſupreme. 
et us by Offerings and by Prayers obtain 
oveſlis Smiles on our Attempt. Tis an Attempt 
or Life, or Death, for Chains, or Liberty. 


CENE Il. An Apartment in Timophanes's 
| Palace. 


ls m 
mblir 


too 


il. 
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ght | | 
Enter Timophanes. 


Brav'd by a Boy! but he has met his Fate, 


let the Reward his Arrogance deſerv'd. : | 
e E 3 Thus | 
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Thus all, who dare but think to check my Powe? rde 
Shall bleed for my Revenge — Timoleon too! 75 
His Virtues awe me, but his Friends are ſtrong: 1 
The common Herd too dote upon his Follies. 


To take him off, yet free me from the blame! = 
It muſt be thought on a! b Hcav'n he's here 0 


3 | hey 
Enter Timoleon. Ir m 
Zimol. Timophanes, not only as a Brother, = . 


Bur. as a Friend I come, an injur'd Friend. x 
| Timop. A Friend! 'tis true, thou canſt profcſs | _ 


much, A 1s 

Thou common Friend! ' + Witt 
Timol. To Innocence and Virtue Thor 

1 would be one, and therefore am I come. Tin 
Where is Lycander ? where that lurking Thief, Tin 
Who baſely robb'd Dinarchus of his Daughter? 2 
And ſtole the only Jewel you had left him? nd 
Where is Euneſia? | Tin 


Timop. Here, within theſe Walls I 
| Safe from thy Pow'r, and lodg'd with better Friend 7 
Timol. Dar'ſt thou then own, avow ſuch monſtro 


Crimes? af njo! 

Thus triumph in variety of III? Le | | | Tin 
And yet not ſhrink at every Lightning's Flaſh? Tis! 
Timop. I tell thee, I will juſtify my Deeds: Tho 


I wo 
T1 
es, 


Shalt 


The Traitreſs has conſpir'd againſt my Life. 
Timol. She! ſhe conſpire againſt thy Life! O! n 
Thou canſt not tell how mild her Nature is. Y 
Tho' _ haſt wrong'd her Father, baſely wrong 

Im, N f 

She only importun'd the Gods for him, EE 
And ſcarce would curſe the Author of his Woes. At e. 
Timop. Tis falſe. But be it as it may, I ſtand Is at 
Accountable unto my ſelf alone. 3 
Timol. What! know'ſt thou not ſhe is Timolenf halt 


Love? 7 | Ti 
My late-contracted Bride? haſt thou not heard Will 
How much my Soul is wrapt up in Euneſia? Th 


Timop. Yes, well I know, ſhe laughs at all thy 17 | 
| | _—_ 


TT M OLE ON. Is 
Trae, ſhe diſſembles Love, but to ſecure 
oys more ſubſtantial, which Lycander gives: 
ls os Man! O! muſt 2 call thee Bro- 
ther 5 | | 

hus to traduce ſuch Innocence, ſuch Truth! - - 
s hero? all the Tongues of Malice join with thee, 

hey cannot fix one. Spot upon her Fame, 
Or make me doubt. The Empire of the World 
She would deſpize, if offer'd for her Virtue. 

| Zimop. Since thou wilt dote on ſuch a Toy as this, 
fels F- 


& 


bſerve how far a Brother's Love will ſway me. 
his Inſtant I will give her to thy Arms, 
ith all thoſe Joys, with all that Store of Beauty, 
hou fondly think'ſt ſhe treaſures up for thee. 
Timol. Haſte then, and once I will confeſs thee juſt. 
Timop. But on theſe Terms; that ſtrait thou own 
| my Pow'r, 3 
Ind join to ſtrengthen it. 
Timol. What! turn a Traitor! 
Baſely betray my Country and my Honour! 
iendl Timop. Your Honour ! You may live cacircl'd with 
{tro ,, 5 
Enjoy your Loveq 
| Timol. And be a Villian! No. 
Tis Infamy to pauſe one Moment on it. : 
Tho' my Heart hangs and dotes upon her Beauties, 
Il would not buy her Life on ſuch Conditions. 
! nf T7imop. Then to Lycander I reſign her Charms: 
Yes, thou ſhalt ſee Lycander revel in em, 
ongFÞbalt ſee him in her Arms. | 
Timol. Diſtracting Thought! | 
Timop. See him transfuſe his Soul at every Kits, 
Ar every Kiſs her render Lips turn pale, 
As angry to be preſt; then bluſhing ſwell, 
With eager Wiſhes to be preſt again. 
Shalt ſee him | 


Timol. No: The Gods above have Power, 
Will ave, her Virtue, and avenge ſuch Crimes. 
Timop. Leave her to them then, ſhe will thank thy 
ig . | | 


E 4 | Timol · 
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Timol. O my Euneſa how ſhall I preſerve thee? 
Timop. Ha! Yes, while he is here, it ſhall b 
done. | | 
Where is Lycander ? in the Grove, perhaps! 
The Time preſents it ſelf —T Il ſeize it then, 
And fix my Empire in Timoleon's Death. [ {jd 
EY [ Exit Timophanes 
Timol. Can J reſign thee? yet, *tis for a Cauſe 
The nobleſt, — *cis a Cauſe, — reſign thee! — ha! 
Euneſia, no, I will ſecure thy Safety. 
But how! — What Shrick is that! it ſounded faintly 
As in a diſtant Chamber. Ha! Eunejia's 


Tis * I'll ly, and — Heav'ns! what Sh: 
| ere! | FL; | 4 
[As be is going out, ſees a dead Body in the nen W 
Room, ſtarts back in ſurprize. 3533 Lo 
Diſtraction to my fight! a Woman ! bloody! Lo 
Dreſt like Euneſia Dead! heart-racking Sight! Sei 
My Blood is cold as Death had check'd its Paſſage, || He 
Another Look will ſtiffen me to Marble. p 
Dead, my Euneſia what can Fate do more! 0 
Again that Shriek ! is Murther buſy ſtill? . 4 
But I will ſtop its Rage. O my Euneſia . [ Exit 1 
5 e WY : 5 
SCENE III. The Scene draws and di ſcoverl Ab 
Lycander and Euneſia, who ſtruggles to gel + 
from him. | | +; 
Lyc. Come, come, this ling'ring but provokes Deſire 7 
And ExpcQarion keeps me on the Rack. Fo 
Eun. O Sir! if Fame has any Charms to pleaſe, Be 
If Virtue is not quite effac'd within you, Bu 
If &er your Soul could know what Pity was, | 
By Pity, Virtue, and by Fame I beg, ln 
Nay, by your Love, if ever yet you Iov'd. | 0 
Lyc. If ever yet I lov'd! Yes, yes, Euneſia, Ti 
J love to all the extravagance of doting : 
T ficken for thy Charms, thy wondrous Charms ! 


Come then, my Fair, — And thou art fair, by Heav'n! 
| W hat Eyes arc there? — How pointed is cach Glance: 


'n! 
nce! 


%% 2 

O they are Calls to Love. Thoſe heaving Breaſts, 
They beat Alarms to Joy. | | | 

Eun. Deteſted Wretch! 5 
Are there no Fitying Gods will deign to ſave me! 

Lyc. The Gods may envy, not prevent my Joys. 
In vain you plead, your Anger has its Charms, 
Tires me a-new, and urges on to Conqueſt. | @ | 
Comply then. | 

Eun. No: 


To Death I will reſiſt. 


And welcome Death, that frees me from your Power. 


Lyc. Death! yes; but thou ſhalt dye within theſe i 

Arms | . 

Shalt dye away in Raptures. | f 
Eun. Hence, thou Monſter ! 


What can I ſay? my Soul is all Diftraftion, 


Loſt in the Whirlwind of my Fears. Ye Gods! 
Look down, avenge me on this brutal Ruffian: 
Seize him, ye Fiends, and bear him hence ro Torments | 


Hot as his Soul. 


Lyc. And doſt thou curſe me then? 
Eun. Curſe you! may all 
Lyc. Tis well. | 
Eun. O no, forgive, 
Forgive this frantick Rage; forget, diſdain, 
Abandon, hate, do any thing bur love. 
Lyc. Hate thee! impoſſible! I feel thee here, 
Pant in my Heart, and revel thro' my Veins. 
Hate thee ! * 
Eun. I beg, O! on my Knees, I beg, 
Forbear a Violence, that ſinks me dewn | 
Below the meaneſt Wretch. O ſpurn me, kill me, 
But do not kill my Fame. | 
Lyc. O, riſe! 'tis I, 'tis I alone muſt kneel: 
In ſofteſt Accents whiſper your Conſent, 
O breathe it gently as a Weſtern Breeze, 
To allay the Fury of a Noonday's Sun. 
Eun. No, Monſter ; here for ever will Ilye, 
Nor ſhall you drag me hence. | 
Lyc. Nay, then I muſt. 5 
By Pow'r I'll bear you to your Happineſg 1 
3 * B/ 
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8  FTIMOLEON 
By Force ; | ; 


Eun. Diſtraction! Heav'n! help me, ſome God!? 
[Fuft as he has drag d her towards the Door, 


Enter Timoleon, 


9imol. Ha! Villian! impious Ruffian! looſe your 
Hold. | | | 
[They Fight. Euneſia riſes and flands trembling. Lys 
cander falls. | | Wy 
Periſh, thou Villain! and thy Name for ever! 
£Euneſia ! 
Eun. Timoleon ! 
Timol. My Soul ! 
Eun. My Love! 8 | 
m_ How my Heart bounds with Joys before uns 
nown, 
To find thee ſafe, and think that I have ſav d thee! 
Eun. O my Timoleon / how I tremble ftill? 
With Fear I view the Storm I have eſcap'd, 
And ſcarce can think I'm ſafe. 
Timol, Yes, my Delight! 
Here in theſe Arms thou ſhalt be ever ſafe; 
Shalt ever find a Refuge from thy Cares. 
Eun. Will not this juſtify my Paſſion for thee? 
It will; and I will love thee to that height, 
That the moſt tender of my Sex ſhall wonder, 


2 TS 


And think my I. ove romantick. — Were Mankind, 
Were they like thee, how happy were our Sex! 


Each She, delighted with her generous Lord, 

Would quit her Vanity, her Pride, her Folly, 

And fix her every Joy in him alone. 
Timol. Thou Flatterer! — but hold! is this a Place, 

A Time for Love? No, my Eune ſia, no, 

This Softneſs muſt not ſteal me from the Care 

Of Liberty and Corinth, 

Eun. O Timoleon / | 

What Dangers are you meditating now ! 

May I not know it? what is thy Deſign? 
Timol. "Tis a Deſign thy Virtue will approve. 
Eun, My Father! 
Timol, Tis for bim and Liberty, 


Enter 
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Door, 
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Enter a Servant. us 
Serv. Fly hence, my Lord; fly with the fair Zu- 


ne ſia. 
Timol. Ha! Who art thou? | 
Serv. A Servant of the King's: 
Not of his Cruelty, 
Timol. Agon : 
Serv. The ſame, my Lord. 
Timol. My Father's truſty Ægon. 
I thought thee honeſt, 
Serv. So will I prove my ſelf. | 
I came reſolv'd to free the fair Euneſia, 
Or fall in the Attempt. Olinthus — 
Timol. Well. =" | 
Ser. Is dead, my Lord. 
Timol. Dead! 
Serv. Yes, kill'd by the King. 
Timol. Thou brave, thou virtuous Youth ! Dead, 
my Olinthus / oh, | | 
Thy Fate requires more Tears than Time allows. 
Serv, Struck with Amaze and Horror at his Death, 
The ſuffering, fair Clone = . 
Timol. Ha! Go on. | 
Serv. Plunging a Poniard in her lovely Breaſt, 


Cry'd out, My Brother! — Yes, to Death I follow. 


Now, Tyrant, fate thy Thirſt of Blood with mine. 
Eun. Is ſhe dead too? 
Serv. Too fatal was the Stroke. 

In yond' Apartment lies the bleeding Victim. 


Timol. I thought 'twas thee, my Love; diſtruſtful 


Wretch! 
To think that any Power on Earth can hurt, 
When Heav'n has made thee its diſtinguiſh'd Care. 


Eun. My Heart ſinks down, ſpire of my boaſted 


Courage, : 
And tells me, where Timoleon's Life's concern'd, 
I am a Woman ſtill.— The Gods preſerve thee? 


Heaven, 


It 40 F7IMOLEONMN | 
1 Heaven, for its Votary, will ſurely riſe, Ire 


| For the World's Sake, preſerve 1 5 nobleſt Prize : An 
| Firſt, in the Patriot's Band, thy Name ſhall ſhine. III 


wt. The Gain be Corinth's, and the Glory thine! If 
[ [ Exeunt, || Re 
: N: 


Enter 3 with Attendants. | 


Timop. What, no where to be found! Where then L 
is Pheron ? 

Go, ſeek him out; be gone. Ha! Who is this? 
The Garment of Lycander / Yes, tis he. 
W hy have the envious Gods thus torn thee from me ? 
My Life's Companion! and my Throne's Support! 
Ill can I ſpare thee now. ithin our Chamber! 
Dare Treaſon enter here? Damnation! ! Pheron / Ar 


Enter Pheron. 
Behold, your Friend lies welt'ring in his Blood! 


Who was the Cauſe of this? Yo 
Phe. My Lord, I know not. At 
Timop. Find out the Murd'rer. —— By my Crown || Ac 

I ſwear, 


Wirh Racks, with Tortures, r er his Death! 
Phe. Unleſs Timoleon + | . V 
Zimop Ha! | | | V 

C: 
A 


Phe. Timoleon, Sir, 
Timop. Say'ſt thou? — Furies and Plagues! it muſt 
be Ne. -- 

Phe, 'This Inſtant, as I enter'd here, I met him 
— out a Woman veil'd. 4 

Timop. Euneſia ! 

Phe, So | believe, my Lord. O 

Timop. Retire, and leave us. [Exeunt Attendants. Ir 
What would'ſt thou, Pheron, to avenge thy Friend? T 
Phe. I'd ſtab your Brother; at the Altar, ſtab * B 
Before his Gods. 

Timop. Tis juſt; nor ſhall they Give = 

Phe. This Morn, I hea he offers Sacrifice, 
In private too. 


Timop. 
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Timop. Fly to the Temple then; 
From Danger, in Timoleon, free thy King, 
And thou ſhalt be my Counſellor, my Friend. 
I ſoon will follow to ſupport thee. [Ex. Phe. ] So. 
If Pheron kills him, twill be "9 Revenge, 
Revenge for his Friend's Death. I can diſclaim it, 
Nay, puniſh Pheron, to appeaſe the People. 
Then, in Security Pll fix my Throne, 
And {till the little Tempeſts, by a Frown. [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 4 Temple, with an Altar. 
Orthagoras, and other Priefis, fland by it. 


A Solemn Service of Muſick. 


Ort. Almighty Sire! Parent of Gods and Men! 
Attend propitious to thy Seryants Prayer! 


Enter Timoleon. 


Timol. Almighty Sire! Parent of Gods and Men! 

Jove Eleutherins ! Liberty's Aſſertor! ; | 

Attend, propitious to thy Servant's Prayers! 

Accept theſe Offerings for my Country's Freedom. 

[ Goes up to the Altar, and makes his Offering. 

Ort. That pious Youth ! Ages unborn ſhall wonder, 

When they ſhall read upon Record his Name, 

W ho, in his Bloom, ſcarce ripen'd into Man, 

Can thus neglect his Love, contemn his Eaſe, 

And make the Intereſt of Mankind his own. 


Enter Pheron. 


Phe. Revenge, I now will make thee ſure; he kneels. 
Timol.[ After Offering,{neels, with one Hand on the Altar.] 
O thou ſupreme Diſpoſer of our Fates! 
In thee I truſt; O, guide me by thy Light! 
That I may merit thy Protection here, 
By giving Peace and Liberty to Corinth. 
LA, Pheron's Hand is advanc'd to fab Timoleon, 
he is kild by Dinarchus in Diſguiſe, who enters 
At that Minute. | = 
4. 
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Phe. This for my Friend Lycander. 
Din. No, thou Villain; | | 

Here end thy Murthers, and thy Life together; 

 Timol. [Starting up.] What Noiſe is this? What 

means this Outrage? Ha! 

Will Murder enter here? Who, who art thou? 

That thus haſt dar'd to ſtain this Place with Blood? 
Vet ſtand'tt thus calm, and unappall'd? Who art thou? 
| Dix. Heav'n's Inſtrument, to puniſh baſe Aſſaſſins. 

Timol. Aſſaſſins! | : | 
Din. Yes; ſuch is the Wretch lies there. 

Timol. Pheron !, {2 | 
Din. The (ame. Up-lifred was his Arm 

Ready to ay” that Poniard in thy Breaſt ; 

But Heav'n, Timoleon, watchful for thy Welfare, 

Sent me to fave thee; and in thee, my Country. 

Ort. But who art thou? Thy Country's Thanks 
are thine, | 
Din. View me, and know me for —— 
Timol. Dinarchus ! Ha! e 
Is't poſſible? My Friend! My Father too! 
Din. Euneſia then is ſafe? 
Timol. Yes, Sir, ſhe is. 
Much ſhe has ſuffer'd ; but the Tale's too long. 
For O! my Soul works buſily within 
To know what Pow'r yur Freedom has procur'd. 
Din. My Jaylor, of 4 Temper mild and good, 
(Who, as a Man, can pity what Men feel, 
And ſcorns to trade in the Afflicted's Tears) 
Was mov'd by my Diſtreſs, and on a Promiſe, 
Soon to return, and keep my ſelf diſguis'd, 
Permitted my Eſcape. — Strait to the Tyrant's 
I bent my Steps, reſolv'd to ſee my Daughter 
When paſſing by the Temple, I perceiv'd 
That baſe, that bloody Pheron ent'ring in. 
Wild at the Sight, with animated Rage | 
I follow'd him. — The Ret his Death declares. 
Tim. Thine is the Work, O Jove / be thine the 
Praiſe! Coming to the Altar. 


nks 


as 


Unter {Eſchylus. 

Zſc. The Time, Timoleon, calls for our Diſpatch! 
Our Friends are up, impatient for their Freedom, 
Panting for Liberty. Some I have poſted > 
To keep a watch upon the Tyrant's Creatures, 
Others are waiting at conyenient diſtance, 

In little Parties, to preyent Suſpicions, 
And ready for the Word. ; 

Tim, Strait will I head them, 

And lead them on to Liberty or Death, 
For what is Life without it? Liberty! 
My Soul burns in me at the glorious Call. 

Aſc. A Spy I have within the Tyrant's Palace, 
Who brings me Word he's coming to the Temple, 
With Rage indignant for ſome late Affront, 8 
He threats Deſtruction at each Look around. 

Din. Here is he coming! unattended too! 

Here let us ſlay him then. | 

m. What! here, Dinarchus / | 

Shall we defile this holy Fane with Blood ! 

More Blood? and bring Pollution to the Altar? 

Let us love Corinth, yet revere the Gods. 

Let us not tempt the wrathful Bolts of Jove, 

By turning to a Slaughter-houſe his Temple. | 

Ort. Timoleon, no: Heay'n will approve the Deed. 
What can we offer to the Gods, more pleaſing | 
Than baſe Uſurpers, Foes to them and Virtue ? 


What can we ſacrifice to Jove more proper, 


Than Luft, Injuſtice, Cruelty, and Rapine? 
One Tyrant's Blood is a more grateful 9 
Than thouſand Hecatombs, — And hark! the 
Thunder u.. Thungers. 
Rowls from the Right, auſpicious is the Omen, 
Jove we accept it, Jove confirms my Words. | 
Tim. But yet, my Friends, let me in this prevail; 
Vet try with me the power of ſoſt Perſwaſion. 


If he is deaf to this, I give him up; 


Strike then for Liberty, not for Revenge. 5 | 
| Think 
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Think he's a Tyrant, but remember too, 
He is Timoleon's Brother. —— See, he comes. 


Enter Timophanes. 


Timop. Ha! is he living! Pheron, thou art falſe. 

Timol. | hope, Timophanes, thou com'ſt prepard 
To expiate thy Offences by Contrition. Wa 
Suppliant to beg Forgiveneſs of the Gods, 

For all the Wrongs, thy injur'd Country ſuffers. 

Timop. Thou Talker ! hence, and mingle with thy 

Fries} 2 
Thou art a Tool, fit for their mean Deſigns, 
Unworthy of Ambition's nobler Views. 
Timol. 8 thy Heart ſwells thus panting for Com- 
mand, a 
Command thy Country's Armies — not her Laws. 
Art thou ſo fond of Triumph? Triumph then 
Over her Foes, not o'er her Liberties, 
Timop. Thou Preacher! go —— praQiſe thy Elo- 
quence | 
On Fools; they will admiring liſten to thee, 
And give thee the Applauſe thou want'ſt. 

A/c. Will nothing, ; 7 5 
Nothing then ſooth the Fierceneſs of thy Mind? 
Nothing prevail on thee to cloſe the Wounds 
Of thy poor bleeding Country? will not Virtue 

Timol. "a not the Voice of Nature? will not Ho- 
| nour | 
Will not the Prayers of Man ? 

Ort. Nor fear of Heaven ? 

Timop. Ha! what, another? am I to be baited ? —— 
Bur ye ſhall find a Lion in the Toils. 

Ort. Full of thy Fate, Timophanes, I ſpeak, 
Hear the Decree of Heav'n. 
 Timop. Away, thou Dreamer! 
Hence with thy idle Prophecies! Nor thou, 
Nor all thy Gods, ſhall make me change my Purpoſe. 
In vain your Omens, vain are all your Threats, 
Their Pow'r is loſt on me! Still I'm my ſelf, 
Timophanes, your Lord. e 

Ort. I tell chee yet, 


lo- 


ſe 


Thy Power aſſum 


The Gods uplifted Vengeance bangs impending, 
Ready to fall, and cruſh thee into Ruin. 
O! think what certain Woes will be thy Doom, 
When waiting Furies and ſurrounding Fiends | 
Shall heighten all the Horrors of thy Mind. 

Timop. Since thou haſt found thy talking was in vain, 


Pay | thou thy Friends to preach me from my Power, 
My Ro | | 


yalty! e 
Timol. Thy ill-got Royally, ED 
d, not giv'nz thy Uſurpation: 

Think of the dreadful Cares in which ir lives. 
ſc. Think to what Fears, what Dangers tis expos'd. 
Ort. Think of the Infamy it leaves behind, © 
Timol. What are its Pleaſures? They are Cankers all. 
Aſc. What are its Trophies, but the Tears of Virtue? 
Din. What are its Titles? Parricide, and Tyrant! 
Timop Ha! who art thou? But I will bend ye all, 

Will make ye know, and own me for your King. ' 
Ort. Thou ſee'ſt *ris all in vain, Aide to Timoleon. 
Timol. A Minute longer. 5 8 

Yet ſee, Timophanes, behold theſe Tears, 

They fall tor. $hes.. EET.” 

Timep. Thou Woman! I deſpiſe them, 

As I do thee. es 1 
Timo. I beg thee, I conjure thee, 1 

Make ſome Atonement to thy ſuffering Country, 

Yer do it while 'tis in our Power to fave thee. 
Timop. Your Power to ſave me! By my Majeſty, 

The Wrongs you offer it you ſhall repent, 

Shall all repent. Rouze up then, my Revenge. 
Timol. I beg thee, by a Brother's Love. : 
Timop. Away, Mmiw i: _ | 

Thou ſervile Fawner! hang not on my Robe. 

Think'ſt thou I'm to be ſoften'd like a Girl, 

By Tears, by Prayers? Timophanes, at theſe, 

As well as Dangers, ſtands alike unmov'd. 

Timol. By Friendſhip ! 
Timop. Hence 
Tims}, By Glory! 


A. By Virtue! 8 
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Timol. By thy Country ! e 
Ort. «mp Gods! 1 p 
Timol. We do conjure thee, fave thy ſelf and Corinth, 
Timop. Be gone, or by the Fire within my Breaſt | 
"Twill rage to your undoing. Hence! or elle 
This Inſtant is your Death. 
Ort. Can nothing move thee? 
Ast. Is all in vain? 
Timol. I give thee to thy Fate. 
Liberty! Freedom. e 8 
[ Here Timoleon throws his Mantle over his Face, 
while the others diſpatch Timophanes. 
Din. Liberty! 
Ac. Freedom 
Ort. Corinth now is fre. | 
Din. Tyranny bleeds, Septen is no more. 
Such ever be the Fate of lawleſs Power! 
Such be the Fate of Violence and Rapine! 

Ort. Such ever be the Fate of bold Uſurpers 
Aſc. Such be the Fate of Parricides and Tyrants! 
Ort. Ambition, thou art fallen. Remove the Body. 

His Crimes and Corinth's Woes be bury'd with him, 
Support Timoleon. View that Godlike Youth, | 
Who weeps the Brother, tho” he ſlew the Tyrant. 
See what he bears for Virtue and his Country! 
O let us emulate his great Example! 
The we like him all Self- Affection ſcorn, 
Think we are only for our Country born! 
When Freedom calls, forget the Ties of Blood, 
And fix our Intereſt in the publick Good. 


"> [ Exeunt Omnes. 
* 
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EPILOGUE 


As it was written by the Kn OR. 
1 5 «Ax 


N #11CH. of ye all will take the Author's Part? 


For me, 1 vow, I hate him at my Heart. 
To ſhock the Ladies with his filthy Rapes / 
Lord. ho theſs Poets draw us intò ſcrapes ! 
To ſuch a Pitch of Inſolense they're grown,” © 
We Women ſcarcs c. can call * — Souls our 0wn. 
Vols | Nel 

Nell, poor Cleone 544 deſperate Lover, 1 
was a ſad Conflift,—— but, thant Heav'n ! "tis over. 
Nay,—— frown not, Ladies, —— make the Caſe your own, 


What could ſhe do ?— Eb /— What would you have done? 


That ſhe ſhould &er conſent / Ze Pow'rs forbid it! 
No,—with Mackbeth,— you cannot ſay ſhe did it. 
let, when from Friends remov'd at ſuch a Diftance, 
A fron Gallant, much Love, and no Aſſiſtance, 

Faith The beſt Doctrine then was Non-reſiſtance. 


Sure, twas a ſprightly Age, that ſame of Greece! 
Wiſely from thence our Author drew his Piece; 
4 Rape muſt ever make a fine Diſtreſs. 
Hur little Greeks (as old Hiſtorians tell us,) 
Were always held a Race of puſhing Fellows. 
4 forward Lover much the Foy enhances, 
4d _ * Girls the Trouble of Advances. 


F 2 : Aud 


4 
q! 
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Aud that hold Man will be our ir Darling nin, ICT 
Who dares to pleaſe us, — tho" againſt our Will. © 
Why then were Balls, Aſſemblies, Opera's made? 
Where tends Quadrille? And where the Maſquerade ? > 

*Tis theſe make Love a long laborious Trade. 
What needs ſuch Ogling ? and ſuch idle Chat? þ 
N ben each well knows what 1 other would be 11 | 


But thas it is in this frail Are of ours,” 
When Petit Maitres undertake Amours : 
Thoſe callow Youths, jaſt come abroad from Waning, 
Are always * ring round n the e f 


Stay. r me FO Us Q 7 Hoe are none bat 2 Ant 


To ſuch our Author readily ſubmits. To} 
To you, ye Fair, his Muſe reſigus her Cauſe, + | Tha 
Her utmoſt Glory is your kind Applauſe. ' 
Do you approve? Then every Night appear, | 3 
And view your Picture in Euneſia lere. — 7 
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As it was ſpoken by Mrs. 0 L DFIE LD. 


v EL FA Hirt; * mie er may take our duthor $ Part, 
For Me —— I own hate him at my Heart. 
Isa: ſhock the Ladies with bis odious Rapes, 
Wits, 4nd draw the Virtuous into filthy Scrapes “ 
I To ſach vile Licenſe, nom, bold Bards are grows, 
That Women ſcarce can call their us tbeir own ! 


Hell, poor Cleone had a rav'naus Lover, 
A piteous Conſtict; thank ber Stars is over. . 
Nay, frown not, Ladies; make the Caſe your own, 
What cou'd ſhe do? — Eh! — What wou'd you have done ? 
Not have conſented, ſure !—— Ye Pow rs forbid itt 
No, ——— 
As Mackbeth A cannot ſay ſhe did it. 
Yet, when from Friends remov'd, all Ears at Diſtance, 
A ſtrong Gallant, much Love, and no Aſſiſtance, 


Hho cou'd have blam'd the rs ine then , Non- 
_ Reſiſtance? 


2 


Well, twas a ſprightly Age, that . of Greece! 
'Twere hard, if copying thenco, ſhou'd fail to pleaſe; 8 
4 Raviſher, determin d, makes a fine Diſtreſs. 
Your jolly Greeks (as old Hiſtorians tell us) 
Were ever beld a Race of charming Fellows. i 
1E | Thbeir 
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Their —_ Paſſions knew t'enhance the ve, 2 
And ſav'd Coquette's the Pain of being coy. | 
Say what we will, that Man's our. Darling fill 

Who bravely dares to pleaſe us — 'gainft our Mill. 
But our tame Breed of Lovers does fo dwindle, _ 

Our Sparks with Shapes ſo ſmall, and Legs. ſo ſhindle, R 
Are forc'd to uſe all Helps to make their Paſſions kindle. 
Poor callow Yauths, juſt ſent abroad from Weaning, 3 
Are always blundring round about the Meaning. 
They muſt have Balls, Aſſemblies, Maſquerade, : 
To make their lazy Love a long laborious Trade, PA. 
Poor modiſh Ideots, to loſe Time in Chat, 

hen each well knows n 1 other wonld be at. | 

But hold nete, 
Methinks this ſeems all foreign 1 to the Play: egy 3: 
Why, as to that, Tue only this 10 WA 
Ladies, to you our Bard reſigus his Cauſe, x 
His utmoſt Glory is your kind Applauſe. 3 
Do you approve ? then ev'ry Night appeur, e Bn 
Aud View your Likeneſs in Edneſia * en 


— 


The hopleſ Parent's Plaints are vain, 
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. S o On in "oe Firſt 4. 
3 The Words by a FAIEN p. p 
Sung by Miſs RAFTOR. 
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A '$ @ poor Lamb, in bermief Play 
Fearleſs around its Mother fies, 


Some rav ning Wolf, that chanc d to fray, 


Views .it with fell malignant E Jes. 
IT. | 


i Ambuſh firſt he keeps 9 


Ready to dart upon his Prey; 
Then in his Terrors ſtands reveal d, a 


And tears the Innocent away. 


III. 


Her Darling is in Triumph born; 
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| IV. | 
To ſome dark Wood, ſecure Retreat, 
Inſenſible of Pity, flies; 
'Till breathleſs, at his ſavage Feet, 
The pretty, tender Victim lies. 


* VO * II. "Eg 


2 — _=_—_ ” <-> — K N 3 5 N _— ay av 4 A * 2 22 3 "EY N =_ * - 6 — = 
— Ro. 2:3; £ — r . 1 22. oo — — : — * _ . 7 — 3 2 
KIT ; 2 — —ů —-— — — . . : — — , ” 3 8 re ES 
\ 2 — 4 ” IIS __ 0 wp. / — p — >, > => & 8 Re _: N — 
1 n — — — 
* — N — PPP —— — 1 * 4 _—_— — —ͤ—k(Le 4 — —-—z —— q ——̃ 2 — ” — — 2 
4 v F , 2 4 P0008 en. 
. ay 5 . 
* 
* ® * 
” 


mm 


graved by Mr. Baron, Mr. Ya 


Re * 
3 Wu 


A 


_— . 3 * e F *-7 2 ; | $20 0 
WY Bot wer 1 1 77 with 3H Addition of "Nine PIECE 


(mar thus & in 1. . 
Me. John "Verdatank oxy 


more, and Ingrs v'd by Mr. Gerad Vangerguckt, the Secon 


nas fo F111 FS | 
W LECT "COLLECTION of NOVELS ard Hb 
STORIES. In Six. Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authon 
in ſeveral Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before, 
al New. Tranſlated and lg; from the moſt Authentick Originals, 


CUTTS, Defign' 


vol. I. Containing, | 

An Extratt gf Monſieur n 

courſe concerning the Original of 
Romancks. 


7. AY DE. 8 " + EF 
% The Marriage of pebphepor. 


The Adventures of Meleſicthon. 

The Jealous Eſtremaduran. — 

The Hiſtory and Fall of che Lady 
Jane Grey. 

® The „ on the Black | 
Mountains. —_ 


Princeſs of Cleves. 

Fair Maid of the Inn. 
1 Force of Friendſhip, 
Charon: or, the Ferry- Boat. 


ub . 3 


The Beautiful Turk. 


If — pets of Count . 


o” „be Uabappy Favorite: Or, t 


A 55 R 3 * 
* : - 
3 > ** 


ut] and Adorn d 3 


voL. w. nin, 
The Happy Slave. 
The Rival Ladies, 
*The Loves of King Henry II. r 
Fair. Roſamond. 
[The Innocent Adultery. 
The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy « 
-the Sparta ; hs Reput 
lick of Venice. 
4.1, o 1 
mw eg Gyp! y. 


Eleonora. 


Fall of Robert Eat) of Eſſex, 


| Scanderbeg the Great. 


The Hiſtory of the Captive. VOL. VT. 'Coutatning, 

| Mn [1], Contaioing,.. - The Life of Caftruccio Caſtracani 
Don Car Lucca. N 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and The Loves of Oſmin and: Dauid 

Leonora de Ceſpedes : [be — nag Lady of. Ehgland. 

The Curious Impertinent, 21 if 3 
The Hiſtory of Jane Sbore, GR D \ hey Hiſtory of Maffwicll, 
The Prevalence of Mood. Ire Falſe Dutcheſs. Tet 
The Liberal Lover. \ | 4'Memajrs of the Impriſonment an 


Death of Mary Queen of Scot 


Printed for J. Watts, 4 the Printing-Office i in Wild- Court near Lincoln 
Ian F _ And EY 1 both of * and Country: 


- . 
a 


| — « 1329. 
This Day was Pali d the THIRD EDITION 
*1* Fifty” One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for the Amul 
ment of His Highneſs WILLI AM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. Gar 


}. Tonſon, and J. Watts. < 


With Fifry One Cutts, deſign nd by Mr, Kent and Mr Wotton, and E 
cht, and Mr. Fourdrinier. Trintel f 


a 


4, 
| * 
Mp. 


BCE 


e Secon 


* * 
: - 


ry V, 


ſpiracy | 
ie Reput 


ing, 855 


Wiano A! 
* 


: Or, tl 
Eſſex. 


ing, 
ſtracani c 
'Daraxa, 


land. 


lo. 


nment af 
of Scot 
r Lincoln 
ntry. 


JN of 

he Amull 
Mr. Ga! 
n; and E 


Printed ft 


